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ADVERTISEMENT. 


ff HE following pieces are ſelected 

from a collection publiſhed a ſhort 
time ſince in IRELAND, intituled “ The 
 &. SHAMROCK; or, HIERNIAN CRESSES.“ 
In, this ſelection, care has been taken to 
admit ſuch pieces only as were diſtinguiſh- 
able by their merit, as well as novelty. 
The ſoil of Exo AvD has been ever grate» 
ful to the productions of Genius of what- 
ever country they might be the growth: 
we therefore flatter ourſelves. that the 

« CregssEs” will flouriſh in the ſame 

verdure on our ground, as in their native 
bed. | 


A 2 Few 


, 


1; ADVERTISEMENT. 
Fe of the poems contained in this 
volume are known ig this kingdom, but 
the major part not known at all: The 
| reſcuing ſo many excellent poems from 
| oblivion, or at leaſt confined to ſo ſmall 
K | a fpot as its own kingdom, was the deſign. 
* of this ſeleftion. 
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THREE TRAVELLERS. 
"A N 8 


INSCRIBED TO THE 

Right Hon. Lady ELl1izaBerTn, 
| 4 * 
Lady MARY BIRMINGHAM. 
| Good repute, a virtuous name, 
. Philoſophers ſet forth, 
As the unerring path to fame, * 
If fame conſiſt in worth. | 


* A ſpurious and very imperfe& copy of this, and a few 
other poems inſerted in the courſe of this work, may have been 
| ſeen in print before, ; | | 
; Tous This 


. * 
This jewel, rarely to be found, 
Sets merit full in view; 


A moral glory ſhines around 
Whate'er the virtuous do. 


The precious ointment, gently ſhed, 

Oi'er mental ills prevails ; 

And, where the fragrant med'cine's ſpread, 
It animates and heals. 


Yet hard it is to uſe it right, 
Tho” beautiful to view; 

It ſhines diſtinguiſhingly bright, 
How tranſitory too ! | 


Like 8 it glitters, ſoon tis crack'd, 
Irreparably frail ! 
All moraliſts allow the fact, 
So I apply my tale.—— 


When things inanimate could ſpeak, 
Fire once agreed with WATER, 
4 friendly jaunt one day to take, 
But where, tis no great matter. 
It 


1 
It happen'd, that, the day before 
Each left his different ſtation, 
They choſe a third, worth twenty more, 
- And this was—RRPTUTATIOR. | 


The three companions now reflect, 
If chance ſhould once divide em, 
How each his letters might direct, 
Or who would ſureſt guide em. 


Says Warzx, friends, you'll hear my name, 
Tho' loſt upon a mountain, 

Enquire at any murmuring ftream, 

Or ſeek me in a fountain. 


Where marſhes ſtagnate, bogs extend, 
Green reeds, and turfy ſods 
Direct a path to meet your friend; 
A path the bullruſh nods, 


From deep caſcades I ſometimes pour; 
Through meadows gently glide ; 
I drop a dew ; deſcend a ſhower ; 
Or thunder in a tide, | 
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Your reſtleſs make, quoth FIRE, I knew, 


Juſt like your parent ocean: 
I like to rove as well as you, 
My life conſiſts in motion. 


But ſhould I fray, you'll find me ſoon 


In matches, flints, and tapers ; 
And tho' my temper's briſk and boon, 


I am often in the vapours. 


From ſmoke ſure tidings you may get, 
It can't ſubſiſt without me: 


Or find me, like ſome fond coquette, 
With fifty ſparks about me. 


In poets all my marks you ſee, 
Since flaſh and ſmoke reveal me; 
Suſpe& me always near NAT LEE, 
Even Blackmore can't conceal me. 


In MiLrox's page I glow by art, 
One flame, intenſe and even ; 

In ShAKESPEARE's blaze a ſudden ſtart, 
Like lightening ſhot from Heaven. 


LI 9 
In many more, a living ray, is 
Thro? various forms I ſhift ; | 
I am gently lambent while I am Gar, 
But brighteſt when I am Swirr. 


In difterent ſhapes too I am ſeen 
Among the young and fair; 

And as the virtues ſhine within, | 
You'll ever find me there. | 


Il with pure, brilliant, pie gleams, 
Arm bright EL1iza's eye; 

With modeſt, ſoft, ethereal beams, 
Sweet Max's I ſupply. 


The beſt of ſlaves I am call'd by men, 
When held in proper durance ; 
But, if I once do miſchief, then 
I am heard of at the inſurance. 


Throꝰ nature's works I take my flight, 
And kindle as I run; 

Up from the tinder-box I light 
The chariot of the ſun, 
” N Alas! 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


— —— U ——— ——_  —_ 


To , 
— — p. — 


Th 
Alas! poor RayvTaT1on cry'd, 
How happy in each other, 
Such numerous marks muſt ſurely guide 
Each ſtranger to his brother. 


"FT bs I alone muſt be undone, 


Such ills has fate deſign'd me: 
If I be loſt, *tis ten to one, 


| You never more will find me. 


| | A N 
FW 11 


On the death of two GoLDFINCHEs, given to 
the writer by the Right Honourable Lady 
MARY LESLIE *, on her leaving IX EL AND. 


DIE U! O ye favourites, fo dear! 
Ye pretty ſweet warblers adieu 
No more your glad notes ſhall I hear, 
No more meet your welcomes ſo true 5 
No more on my ſhoulder and head, 
Free perching, my tea ſhall ye ſip; 
No more ſhall ye eye me for bread, 
And ſnatch, with your bills, from my lip. 


Dull cenſors, ye hold it in ſcorn, 
From ſuch motives diſtreſs ſhould appear: 

Yet, I lov'd them, and cannot but mourn ; 
They are dead, and I muſt drop a tear. 


* Now Lady M1LtSINGTON, 


Who- 


1 
Whoe'er ſhall ſuch feelings deſpiſe, 
May a& the more ſtoical part, 


May vaunt himſelf happy and wiſe, 


But let him not boaſt of his heart. 


Affection with virtue is join'd, | 
It dwells with the brave and the free, 
It warms and ennobles the mind, 
Then, is it a weakneſs in me? 
If gratitude weakneſs implies, 
That weakneſs for ever be mine 
And the gift for the giver I prize; 
They, lovely MARIA, were thine. 


At NewLand *, where often I ſtray'd, 
And often you tripp*d by my ſide t, 


One evening, ſlow winding the glade, 


In a hawthorn the neſtlings were ſpy'd ; 
Soft tranſport quick glanc'd from your eye, 
Sweet innocence liſp'd on your tongue; 

They chirrup'd—you wiſh'd, with a ſigh, 
To protect both the neſt and the young. 


The Earl of RoTxxs's ſummer reſidence, near bugfix. 
1 The writer was preceptor to her Ladyſhip, 


Full 


L-9:] 


Full feather'd. they home were convey d 
For honour and freedom well known, 
With a LESLIE nought had they to dread, 
And their fears were ſoon over and gone. 
At large, in your chamber they flew— 
O! there, that *till now they might rove!— 
And fed, and attended by you, | 
Forgot both the fields and the grove. 


But the ſeaſon of ſorrow drew nigh— 

Par hence muſt their miſtreſs depart : 

Remembrance, even now, fills my eye, 

| For MARIA was dear to my heart. | 

And ſhe kiſs'd her poor favourites, and cry'd ; 
And ſhe begg'd to her birds I'd be kind; 

And ſhe much in my care did confide, 

And her words ever liv'd in my mind. 


One morn, of my CHARLEX * bereft, 
What elſe could from hirelings enſue ? 
The window wide open was left, 

And away the dear libertine flew. 


* One of the Goldfinches ſo called ; a family name, 
S All 
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All the day, though tis ſtrange to relate, 
All the day did he wantonly roam; 
But at eve the ſoft notes of his mate, 
Recall'd the bold fugitive home. 


For years the ſole joy of her heart, 
Thence faithful he ſung by her ſide ; 

And at her when cold death flung his dart, 
He languiſh'd, he ſicken'd, he died. 

Adieu! ye companions, ſo dear 2 
ve pretty ſweet warblers, adieu! 

No more your glad notes ſhall I hear; 
How rare meet affection ſo true 


THE 


NYMPH OF THE WELL; 
Dee 


THE LADIES AT MALLOW. 


INSCRIBED TO 


MISS SENTLEGE R. 


u blue-ey'd guardian of the WELL, 
That here, unſeen, delights to dwell, 

To tend theſe ſpreading elms, to rove, 
At morn, or eve, the riſing grove, 
To bleſs the walk from feet profane, 

And clear the hallow'd ſpring from ſtain, 
Warm with the tendereſt wiſhes, ſends 
This greeting to her ſummer faiends. 


And firſt, to you, my ſofter care, 
Who to HALT n's altar here repair, 
| C2 O pardon, 


EE] 


O pardon, that, in moral lay, 

This admonition I convey : 

Would ye, the roſy nymph ſhould bleſs, 
And crown your wiſhes with ſucceſs ? 
Be mindful that ſuch hearts ye bring, 
As beſt may profit by the ſpring. 


If little pride your boſoms ſwell 
In that ſoft ſeat, if envy dwell ; 
Conceal'd if there, and ſhunning day, 
Foul ſcandal mark her deſtin'd prey ; 
If there, with dark, malignant aim, 
Th' invenom'd falſhood ſlander frame, 
Whoſe viper- breath ſtill blaſts, unſeen, 
Thoſe virtues which provoke her ſpleen; 
As the worm nips, with tooth ſevere, 
The gayeſt infants of the year; 
If there, rank tares have fix'd their root, 
And choak'd kind nature's goodly fruit, 
And each ſweet flower which heaven deſign'd 
To bloſſom in the female mind; 
Begone——nor dare this place profane 
Your vows to HEALTH are breath'd in vain ; 


With 


EW] 
With pitying, yet indignant, eyes, + 
Away the roſe-lipp'd cherub flies. 


This ſecret once diſclos'd to view, 

To profit thence belongs to you 

Is health the obje& of your prayer ? 

Is lovelineſs your wiſh, or care? 

O, from your minds, without delay, 

Root every noxious weed away 

And virtue's honour'd ſeeds replace 

In that fair ſoil they love to grace : 

Where truth her radiant veſtment ſpreads ; 

Th' impaſſion'd tear where pity ſheds : 

Where candour's cloudleſs, open mien 

Declares the peace that dwells within; 

Where charity, the general friend, 

Her heaven-illumin'd ſmile doth lend ; 

Where thoſe ſweet plants delight to grow, 

There ſhall health's freſheſt roſes blow ; 

This hallow'd fpring ſhall there ſupply 

The living luſtre of the eye; LE 
Love, hope, and joy ſhall all repair ; | 
And grace, and beauty flouriſh there. 


11 = 
Quick, then, my gentle friends, be wiſe 5+ 
Nor rudely flight the offer'd prize; 
Purſue the path my care hath ſhewn ; 
And health, and pleaſure, are your own : 


Would ye be fair The work is done 
ViRTUuE, and LovgLIN ESS, are one 
Thus ſhall ye prove, in form, in mind, 
What, firſt, creating Heaven deſign'd, 

Of all its various works, confeſs'd, 

The laſt, the faireſt, and the beſt. 
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T 0 
THE MEMORY OF THE 
RIGHT HON. CHARLOTTE), 
LADY VISCOUNTESS TOWNSHEND, 
Who died at Leixlip, September 5th, 1770. 
I TH down-caft look, and pitying eye, 
Unarm'd, the king of terrors ſtood 


He laid his ſting and horrors by, | 
| Averſe to ſtrike the Fair and Goo: 


— 


When, thus, an angel urg'd the blow—— - 
No more thy lifted hand ſuſpend ! 

To conſcious guilt a dreaded foe; 

| To innocence a welcome friend. 


Bright hoſts of cherubs round her ſtand ; EY 
To her, and me, confeſs'd alone ; 

Each waving his celeſtial hand, 
And pointing to ch' eternal throne. 


> IO SE HR ITE . ̃ XQ ] a vv. REALTY _ * — 4 


The angel ſpoke Nor huſband dear, 
Nor children lov'd, a mournful train, 

Could from her eye attract one tear, 
Nor bend one thought to earth again. 


The ſoul, impatient of delay, 
No more could mortal fetters bind; 
But, ſpringing to the realms of day, 
Leaves every human care behind. 


Yet ſhall an infant-daughter's claim 
Demand from Heaven thy guardian care : 
Protect that lovely, helpleſs frame; 
And guard that breaſt you form'd ſo fair ! 


A parent's loſs, unknown, unwept, 
Thoughtleſs, the fatal hour ſhe paſs d; 

Or, only thought her mother ſlept ; 

Nor knew how long that ſleep muſt laſt. 


When time th' unfolding mind diſplays, 
May ſhe, by thy example led, 
Fly from that mottley, giddy maze, 
Which youth, and guilt, and folly tread ! | 
| Theſe 


OO OR. 
Theſe never knew the guiding hand, 
Which leads to virtue's arduous way: 


Mothers, now, join the vagrant band ; 
And teach their children how to firay, . 


Her ſhall the pious taſk engage, 
Such once was thine, with lenient aid, 
A father's ſorrows to aſſuage, 
His love with equal love repaid. 


So ſhall ſhe read, with ardent eye, 
This leſſon thy laſt moments give, 
They who, like TyHEzz, would fearleſs piz, 
„ Spotleſs, like THEE, muſt learn to LIVE.“ 


T's} 


A N 


HYMN TO HARMONY?. 


S$Q2NANTAETNETOIE I. 
| Pix DAR, Olymp. II. 


\ Aughter of Heaven, whoſe magic call, 
From nothing bade this wonderous all 
In beauteous order riſe ; | : 
Thou, who, at Nature's earlieſt birth, 
Saw'ſt vernal fragrance cloathe the earth, 
And brighten all the ſkies! | 


Thee I invoke, whoſe ſacred ſway 
Hath bound the earth, the air, and 325 
In one eternal chain: 
Come then, O come, celeſtial maid; 
Be preſent to thy votary's aid ; 
And harmonize the ftrain ! 
| Even 
* The writer does not preſume to offer this as an original 


compoſition of his own; it is a tranſlation of an antient Greek 
ode, 


al 


9 


Even as the ſun inceſſant pours 


On herbs, and trees, and fruits, and flowers, | 


His vivifying ray; 
So may thy hallow'd fire impart 
Freſh joy, and gladneſs to the heart, 
Along the realms of day. 
When folly, with her hydra-hand, 
Extends her empire o'er the land, 
And ſtalks, with giant-ſtride; 
O prop fair virtue's ſinking cauſe ; 
Defend our rights, protect our laws ;. 
And ſtem corruption's tide ! 


The ſtarry hoſt ſhall fade away; 
Eternal nature ſhall decay; 
Whilſt thy pacific beam 
Rolls on, and ſhall for ever roll, 
From day to day, from pole to pole, 
An unexhauſted ſtream. 


Ee 


ode, wh'ch, though never hitherto publiſhed, the critical eye 
will diſcover to have been well known to, and carefully ſtudied. 


"4 


| by moſt of the modern Lyric writers; who have, without 


ſcruple: 


=>. \ 


1 


Ere ſpace was ſpace, or time was time, 
Thy power, thy energy ſublime, 
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With dazzling luftre ſhone ; 


And ſhall, when time and ſpace are paſt, 


In undiminiſh'd glory laſt, 
Immortal, and alone. 


For when. at fate's reſiſtleſs name, 

The ſpark, that warms thy vital frame, 
Afcends its kindred ſkies ; 

Then, like the Phcenix from the fire, 


An offspring, beauteous as its ſire, 
Shall from thy aſhes riſe. 


Come, then, and let thy daughter fair, 
Divine Benevolence, be near; 
And Fortitude, thy friend; 
Let firm Integrity be nigh; 
And Freedom, with terrific eye, 


Thy ſolemn * attend: 
ſeruple or a copied from it the moſt brilliant 
paſſages of many of their odes. 
© 4 That 


„ 
That Freedom, which, in days of yore, 
Diſplay'd the impotence of power, 
And vanity of pride; 
Warm'd by whoſe flame great TuLLyY taught; 


And Caro bled, and Cxsar fought; 
And ALEXANDER dy'd: 


That cauſe, whoſe animating fire 
Our great forefathers did inſpire 
To vindicate their right. 
O let us now tranſmit it down, 
From age to age, from ſire to ſon, 
With everlaſting light 


And, lo} through all the peopl'd air, 
Unbounded multitudes prepare 
To join the feſtive throng : 
All nature celebrates thy praiſe; 
And dryads, fauns, and ſatyrs raiſe: 
The hymenczneal ſong. 


[ 22 J 

So, when thy Ox pH Rus ftrikes the _ 

Then Music waves her purple wings; 
And undulates around ; 

The groves with all their echoes mourn ;. 

And ſympathetic rocks return 


The inexpreſſive ſound. 


OC OME few to pleaſe, though ardent my deſire, 
With trembling hand, I touch the ſounding lyre. 
O muſe! what honour'd name can'ft thou rehearſe, 
Thy fame to ſhield, and patronize thy verſe? 
Fearful, and yet ambitious, in her choice, 
To you, Ma RIA, ſhe direQts her voice: 
Praiſe is the ſong ; and aptly, ſure, addreſs'd, 
To one who gives, and who deſerves it beſt. 
May this your kind, indulgent ſmiles obtain; 
"Twill bleſs my numbers, and reward my pain; 
And though, in ſtrictneſs, juſtice can't commend, 
Vet, in the poet, puniſh not the friend, 


The herald lark had juſt prepar'd to ſing 
Glad ſalutation to the welcome ſpring ; 


And 


[ 24 ] 
And Somnvs, drowſy god, o'er half the world, 
The downy fumes of ſweet repoſe had hurl'd; | 
Attendant Moxr HES guards the lonely bower ; 
Where, wrapp'd in ſilence, dwells the ſleepy power; 
And, hovering round, bis faithful envoys wait, 
Prompt to diſcloſe the myſtic will of fate: 
When, caſting off all anxious cares, my mind 
To needful eaſe her faculties refign'd ; 
Peace lock'd me in her arms, and mimic thought 
This viſionary ſcene diſtinctly wrought. 
| 

To diſtant realms, where, copious, every field, 
And every tree their fruits, ſpontaneous, yield, 
And flocks, and herds, ſafe from the murderous knife, 
Crop the green herb till nature ſickens life, 
Pleas'd fancy lead; while, through the enliven'd ſpray, 
The birds in concert made all nature gay; 
Here, journeying on, encircled with delight, 
Far eaſt, a mountain roſe, obſcure to ſight; 
But, near approach'd, rob'd in celeſtial ſheen, 
Pax N ASssus' claſſic marks are plainly ſeen ; 
FamE, on the top, her dubious form diſplay'd, 
And to her ſons loud proclamation made, 

: Strictly 
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Strictly commanding that, without delay, 
To ſtreaming HeL1con all ſpeed their way; 

For there they'd, in harmonious congreſs, find 
The Nine propitious, and APpoLLo kind. 
Selected from the throng appear'd a youth, 

By merit influenc'd in ſupport of truth; _ | 
For though ſometimes applauſive trains he ſung, 
Deceit or flattery ne er defil'd his tongue; 

A bluſhing diffidence, at firſt, ſuppreſs'd 

His faultering ſpeech, and labour d in his breaſt; 


But ProgzBus ſoon, attentive to his care, 


| DiſpelF'd his fears, and thus he form'd his prayer. 


Father of verſe! and you, ye tuneful choir ! 
Aſſiſt my numbers, and my ſong inſpire! 
vet, not preſuming, do I aſk my name 
To ſhine conſpicuous in the rolls of fame: 
Let but your aid my humble verſes bring 
To meet proportion with the dame I ſing ; 
And, if perfection can the lay ſecure, 

Till Time's laſt ſand be run this muſt endure. 


Train'd in the ſunſhine of parental love, 
By PaLLas honour'd, and approv'd by Jovx, 
E She, 
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She, not on toys, like half the ſex, employ'd, 
Lays all their flirting idle airs aſide ; 

And, not the dupe of faſhion, ſtrives to ſteer 
Between the extremes of trifling and ſevere ; 
Yet, due reſpect ſhe not to rank denies ; | 
While moderation all her wants ſupplies. 
Social by nature, yet not fond to roam, 

Her ſoul prefers the better part at home; 

And ſtudies with calm influence to preſide, 
-her juſt, and only pride, 


Sweet peace her aim 
To form her offspring, as a parent ſhould, 
Gentle, diſcreet, benevolent, and good, 

To ſolid glory ; and their minds to improve, 

To riſe, illuſtrious in their country's love; 

Not ſlaves to chance, on foreign whims to rate, 
Tools, and train-bearers to another's fate, 

But be themſelves the maſters of their fate. 

Here, yield the palm, proud Rows! all muſt allow, 
Thy fam'd CoRNELIA we have rival'd now. 


If e'er, by powerful precedent betray'd, 
In Folly's flowery paths her fancy ſtray' d 
In human boſoms, human paſſions reign, 
And they're the wiſeſt who can beſt reſtrain ;— 
| Not 
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Not leſs her merit, then; for ſoon the maid 
Heard Wiſdom's voice, and chearfully obey'd. 
Now, by reflection, and experience taught 
The force of habit, and right uſe of thought, 
From ſettled principle, deſpiſing art, 

She guides the motions of her tutor'd heart, 
And, as the turns of place, and ſeaſons fall, 
Adapts her manners, and ſhe charms in all : 
With age, reſpectful; prudent, with the wile ; 
Yet ſtill conſiſtent, and without diſguiſe ; 
Mild, with the gentle; with the ſprightly, gay; 
And, with the cautious, as reſerv'd as they; 
Even rage, and tumult, trial too ſevere, _ 
Skill'd to appeaſe, or with good ſenſe to bear. 


With brilliant fancy grac'd, her reaſon ſhines ; 


This penetration gives, and that refines ; 
| While native eloquence informs her tongue, 
Smooth as her beauty, as her virtue ſtrong ; 
With ſentiment and truth it ſweetly flows, 
And the fit emblem of her conduct ſhews ; 
Though free, correct; though lively, never vain 
Piercing, though candid ; elegant, though plain. 


In her we prove the generous, open friend, . 
Fearleſs to blame, yet ſtudious to commend; 
E 2 ; Wheſe 
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Whoſe firm attachments, not the frowns of Fate, 


Nor Fortune's ſmiles, can e'er obliterate ; 
Whoſe eye no pomp or ſplendor can divert ; 


And whoſe eſteem ſtill waits upon deſert. 


2 Conſcious of merit, not of merit proud, 
Judiciouſly ſhe ſhuns the worthleſs crowd; 
Vet, with compaſſion, not to ſcandal prone, 
Sees others? errors, and corrects her own: 
Envy herſelf allows her, for ſhe muſt, 
Humane, in cenſure ; in reſentment, juſt. 
Endu'd with ſpirit, and poſſeſs'd of taſte, 
Too great to ſpare, too ſenſible to waſte, 
Whate'er of luſtre, wealth, to others gives, 
Beſtow'd on her, it adds not, but receives; 
Riches, in her enjoyments, bear no part, 
Which, active, flows not from a feeling heart, 
Where reigns benevolence without parade, 
In all ſhe does ſo amiably diſplay'd, c 
That Goodneſs ſeems enamour'd of her aid: 
Seeking the griev'd, and mingling with their tears, 
Her tender ſympathy their anguiſh chears; 
With liberal hand ſhe ſuccours the diſtreſs'd; 
And is moſt happy making others bleſs d. 


Nor, 


II 
Nor, fondly partial to yourſelves, refuſe, © 
Ye fair, due reverence to the faithful muſe, 


Who, though to one ſhe conſecrate the lay, 
A pleaſing moral would to all convey, 
And wiſhes all, even as her theme, to ſhine, 
In charms reſiſtleſs, ſhall I ſay divine? | 
From this bright model your perfections raiſe ; 
For know, to imitate, is ſometimes praiſe ; 
By her example ſtudy and improve; 
And,. with deſert, aſſure yourſelves of love. 
The maid, who, with inceſſant ardor, reads 
Wild legendary tales of brainſick deeds, 
Atchiev'd in airy regions of romance; 
And ſuch, as flimſy, modern dreams entrance; 
Or, ſhe, who would her ſex's fame reſtore, 
By tumbling muſty tomes of ſcience o'er, 
With her, may, juſtly, ignorance deſpiſe, 
And be, at once, both amiable and wiſe. 
If beauteous, learn, from her, not to be vain ; 
Nor yet invidious, if you are but plain; 
And that eſſential bliſs would you receive, 
The ſoul muſt, rather than the body, give: 
External charms a tranſient homage claim: 
To love ſincerely, we muſt firſt eſteem. 

| | O! learn, 
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3 O! learn, ſweet ſex; for men are prone to change; 
Fond of new objects, and at large to range; 
From fair to fair inſidiouſly they run; 
To all devoted, but attach'd to none; 

And, as their queaſy appetites direct, 
The lore of honour reverence, or reject; 
Till one, like her, more lovely than the reſt, 
In the dear luxury of merit dreſs'd, 
Fixes the choice, with that unerring dart, 
Which, in the judgement, captivates the heart. 
The vagrant bee fo ſkims it o'er the plain, 
Sips every flower, then quits with cold diſdain : 
But, in his rambles, if the roſe he meets, 
He dwells upon the magazine of ſweets. - 


This, no licentious rhapſody of words, 
Nor Fancy's coinage, which my verſe affords ; 
From Obſervation's nice, impartial laws, 


- — N 
— gz l — at —— 
* — 
— 


—— — — 
* — —— — ' — — — — — —— _ 
— oh — "3. * "an 


4 


_ — 


Fair nature dictates what my pencil draw 

O Gratitude, thou lovelieſt, and the beſt, 

Of all the virtues which adorn the breaſt; 

For where thou dwell'ſt, there center all the reſt; 
Thou favourite child of Heaven! who can'ſt diſpenſe 
Delights above the vulgar joys of ſenſe, 


— 
— vn. 4 


— 


Home- 


AMI 

Home- felt delights, which knavery, and art, 
Can ne'er enjoy, nor ever can impart, 

Thy ſacred laurels plant around her head; 
Strike Envy dumb, and cruſh foul Slander dead. 
Lo! crowding wretches, wretches now no more, 
Age, Sickneſs, Poverty, reliev'd by her, 
Men, women, children, launch her praiſes forth, - 
Pour down glad bleſſings, and atteſt her worth: 
To this, the glowing muſe her voice confines; 
To this, ſhe dedicates theſe heart-felt lines. 


And yet, her perſon well ſhe might admire ; 
For, there, the Graces, emulous, conſpire, 
And all the Loves are viſibly combin'd, 

To render that accompliſh'd as her mind: 

In each bright feature Innocence is ſeen ; 

Eaſe guides her ſteps, and dignifies her mien ; 

Troops of young Decencies around her move, 

And every charm diſtinguiſh, and improve : 

Through her fine form diffus'd, a thouſand ways, 

The ſoul of Beauty, ſweet Expreſſion, plays; 

_ Varying in every movement, ambuſh'd lies; 

Smiles on her lips, and triumphs in her eyes: 
. 
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The opening roſe breathes on her cheek—But, here, 
Modeſt Decorum checks my fond career; 
Free to reproof the muſe unfolds her breaft, 
And, in ſubmiſſive filence, veils the reſt. 


He bow'd—Loud Fa uE her ſilver trumpet blew, 
And own'd the likeneſs, though far ſhort, of You. 
Rous'd with the ſound, I woke ; and, pleas'd, beheld. 
The morn, rejoicing o'er the world reveal'd. 


POETA 


IV] Se 


POETA AD SUPEROS. 


E Gods! who fit and live at reſt, 
Attend to hear my wiſhes ;. 
I'm in a hurry to be bleſs'd ; . i 
So, pray, be expeditious. 


Grant me—let's ſee—now, if you pleaſe;, 
This very moment, grant 
Plague take it: how vexatious this! 
I can't think what I want. 
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FLY AND THE CANDLE. 


[4] 


1 H B 


Etire, thou vain, thou giddy thing, 

Retire; and yet be wiſe 
The flame has caught his ſilken wing; 
He flutters, falls, and dies. 


I, alfo, like this hapleſs Fry, 
Grown giddy as I gaze, 
Even now, alas! approach too nigh, 
And periſh in the Buazs. 


ON 


A. :. O86 At; 8 vW-. 
$:L 1 RPING 


HEN, for the world's repoſe, myCz 11a ſleeps, 
| See, CuP1D hovers o'er the maid, and weeps. 
Well may'ſt thou weep, fond boy; thy power dies; 
Thou haſt no DAR Ts, when CA&L1a has no Erzs. 


Fe | T W 0 
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O longer hope, fond youth, to hide thy pain“, 
No longer bluſh the ſecret to impart ; 
Too well I know what broken murmurs mean, 
And ſighs that burſt, half ſtifled, from the heart. 


Nor did I learn this ſkill by Ovid's rule; 
The magic arts are to thy friend unknown : 
I never ſtudy d but in Myx a's ſchool ; 
And only judge thy paſſion by my own. 


Non ego celari poſſim, quid nutus amantis, 
Quidve ferant miti lenia verba ſono, 
„ Nec mihi ſunt ſortes. | 


T1BUuLL, 


Believe 
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Believe me, Lon is jealous of his power; 
Confeſs betimes the influence of the God: 
The ſtubborn feel new torments every hour; 
To merit mercy, we muſt kiſs the rod. 


In vain, alas! you ſeek the lonely grove, 
And in ſad numbers to the Tyames complain: 
The ſhade, with kindred ſoftneſs, ſoothes thy love 
Sad numbers.ſooth, but cannot cure thy pain. 


When ProtBus felt (as ſtory ſings) the ſmart, 
By the coy beauties of his Dayane fir'd, 

Not PRok Bus {elf could profit by his art, 

Though all the Nine the ſacred lay inſpir'd, 


Even ſhould the maid vochſafe to hear thy ſong, 
No tender feelings would its ſorrows raiſe ; 
For, Verſe hath mourn'd imagin'd woes ſo long, 
She'll hear unmov'd, and, without pitying, praiſe. 
* Define di ſſimulare; Deus crudelius urit 


Quos videt invitos ſuccubuiſſe ſibi. | 
| T1BuLL. 


2 Nec proſunt Domino, que proſunt omnibus artes. 
7 | Ov1D. 


Nor 


( 28 ] 
Nor yet, proud maid, ſhould{ thou refuſe thine ear 
Nor are the manners of the poet rude ; 


Nor pours ke not the {y:mpathetic tear, 
His heart by anguiſh, not his own, ſubdu'd. 


When faireſt names in long oblivion rot, 
(For faireſt names muſt yield to waſting time) 
The poet's miſtreſs ſcapes the common lot, 
And blooms uninjur'd in his living rbyme, 
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FC CDT WS 
IN ANSWER TO THE FOREGOING. 


Warm from the ſoul, and faithful to its Gros. 
| Port's ELo18a to ABELARD.- 


HOU, whom long ſince] number'd for my own, 
To whoſe kind view in life's firſt happy days, 
Each young ambition of my heart was known, 
For fame my ardour, and my love of eaſe, 


Say, wilt thou pardon, that a while I thought. 
(The thought how vain!) my feelings to diſguiſe? 
Too well thou knew'ſt, by Mr & 4's leſſons taught, 
The ſoul's ſoft language, and the voice of eyes: 


Thou knew'ſt— perhaps, ere to myſelf 'twas known 
Th' impatient ſtruggling of the ſigh ſuppreſt; 
And early ſaw'ſt, inſtructed by thy own, 
The infant paſſion kindling in my breaſt, 
| 1 « No 


" 
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« No longer, then, T'll ſeek to hide my pain, 
ce No longer bluſh the ſecret to impart ;” 
The maſk, which wrong'd thy friendſhip, I diſdain ;: 
«« * And; boaſt the graceful weakneſs of my heart.“ 


Nor ſhall the jealous god, with hand fevers, 


AMi@ his vaſſal, though a rebel long; 
Already hath he breath'd: the humble prayer,. 
And pour'd already the repentant ſong. 


But, ah! in vain his art the poet tries, 
The power of numbers he exerts in vain; 

The maid regards them with unconſcious eyes, 
And hears, but will not underſtand, the ſtrain. 


Yet hath ſhe ſeen—for nothing could conceal—- 


The wild emotions of his labouring breaſt ; 
'The fend attention that devour'd her tale ; 
The hand that trembled, when her hand it preſt: 


While his pleas'd ear upon her accents hung, 
Oft hath ſhe mark'd th* involuntary ſigh, 
Love's broken murmurs” forming on his tongue, 
And Love's warm rapture ſtarting to his eye. 


* HAMMOND, Elegy the ninth, | 
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And ſhe hath ſeen him whelm'd in bittereſt woe, 
When her frown ſpoke ſome error unforgiven ; 
And ſhe hath ſeen each kindling feature glow, 
When her ſmile cheer'd him with a gleamof Heaven, 


But, when in verſe he breathes his amorous care, 
(As if ſhe knew not what to all is Known) 
His art ſhe praiſes, but neglects his prayer, 
Nor deems the poet, or the verſe, her own. 


Say, then, O ſay (for, ſure, thou know'ſt full well __ = 
Each tender thought with happieſt ſkill to dreſs) | | 

His heart's ſtrong feelings how his tongue ſhall tell! 9 
How ſpeak — what language never can expreſs ! 


Teach him thoſe arts that did thy ſuit commend, * 
When love firſt prompted Myra to be kind; 
And, that thoſe arts may proſper, let thy friend 
His love's firſt advocate in Mr & a find. 


Then, while the happy means thy leſſon ſhews 
To win the maid his paſſion to approve, 
Then My x a ſhall recount—for My RA knows 
What bleſſings are in ſtore for thoſe that love: 
G | Myra 
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Mr ſhall tell her, that from love alone 
Flows the pure ſpring of happineſs ſincere; 
And love, with power to lovers only known, 
Doubles each joy, and leſſens every care: 


And each warm tranſport of her conſcious heart, 2 
And each fair hope, that doth her ftate attend, 
With generous ardour My Ra ſhall impart, 
And point her own example to her friend: 


And if her ſenſe ſhall Damon's claim approve, 
And if her candour deem his vows ſincere, 
Her tongue ſhall ſpeak the intereſt of his love, 


Her gentle eloquence enforce his prayer: 


| 
| 
1 
| * 
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And all that tendereſt pity can ſuggeſt, 
And each ſoft argument her thought can find, 
My xa ſhall urge—O! be her pleading bleſt! 
To win her fair companion to be kind. 
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And when—for friendſhip muſt not paſs them oer 
She gives the frailties of his youth to ſight, 
O! may her pencil place—he aſks no more— 
Each little merit in the faireſt light! 
| | | CLARAy 
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C ARA, perchance, may learn to love an heart, 

Proud though the boaſt, it is an honeſt pride) 
Where nothing ſelfiſh ever claim'd a part, 


Which owns no purpoſe ĩt ſhould wiſh to hide: 


Warm with the love of virtue and mankind, 
At others? bliſs where ſocial feelings glow; 

And where,. when ſorrow wrings the virtuous minds, 
The tear. is ready for. another's woe: 


This praiſe the youth is fond to call his own ;- - 
No higher worth he ſeeks, his claim to grace; 

His hope he builds upon his love alone, 

And his love ſtands on Reaſon's ſolid baſe: 


No ſudden blaze, the meteor of a. day, 
Its tranſient ſplendour o'er his heart doth pour; 
Kindled at Virtue's fire, the ſteady ray | 
Shall ſhine through life, and gild its lateſt hour. 


If ſuch an heart can pleaſe, if ſuch a flame 
With kindred ardour can inſpire her breaſt, 
His firſt ambition. hath obtain'd its aim 
10 Heaven and Fortune he commits the reſt. 
G.2. | Bat: 
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But if, regardleſs of the honeſt prayer, 


The maid, unpitying, on his love ſhould frown ; 
If fate's worſt ſhock the youth is doom'd to bear, 
Each proſpect darken'd, and each hopeo'erthrown ; 


Too humbly fearful of the all-ruling power, 
To ſtrike the blow that ſets the ſpirit free, 

Priſon'd in life he'll wait the appointed hour, 
And, patient, bend him to the hard decree : 


Yet ne'er (however ſhifts the varying ſcene) 

Shall her dear image from his mind depart ; 
Still freſh the lov'd idea ſhall remain, 

Warm in each pulſe, and woven with his heart : 


Unchang'd through life, fill anxious for her peace, 
For her to Heaven his daily prayer ſhall riſe ; 

And, when kind fate ſhall grant the wiſh'd releaſe, 
His laſt weak breath ſhall bleſs her as it flies : 


'Then, when in earth's cold womb his limbs are laid, 
(For, ſure, her ſervant's fall ſhall reach her ear) 
CLara, perchance, will ſigh, and grant his ſhade 
The 1 — of a pious tear: | 
Yes 
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Yes—ſhe will weep—for gentle is her breaſt— 
Tho? his love pleas'd not, ſhe will mourn his doom; 
And, haply, when with flowers his grave is dreſs'd, 

Her hand may plant a myrtle o'er his tomb. 


This meed, at leaft, his ſervice may demand; 
This—and 'tis all he aſks—his truth may claim: 

No breathing marble o'er his duſt ſhall ſtand; | 

No ſtoried urn ſhall celebrate his name: 


Enough for him, that, where his aſhes lie, 
When kindred ſpirits ſhall at times repair, 
The proſperous youth ſhall caſt a pitying eye; 

The lighted virgin pour her ſorrows there: 


Enough for him, that, pointing to his ſtone, 
The ſad old man his ſtory ſhall relate, 

Then ſmite his breaſt, and wiſh, with many a groan, 
No child of his may meet ſo hard a fate. 
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PRESENTED' WLTH | 
A RR. O55 ca DD. 
To a very young: Lady, who appeared at a: 
Fancy Ball, in the character of FL o RA. 


AWEET Bus, whoſe forward bloom diſplays 
The promiſe of a beauteous flower, 
May no rude blight thy freſhneſs ſeize ! 
No worm thy tender leaf devour! 


Light fall the rains upon thy head, 
| Safe be thy beauty from the ſtorm, . 
Till Spring's ſoft breath thy bloſſom ſpread, . 
And Mar. unfold thy perfect form! 


So, ſweet-to ſmell, and fair to view, 

Thy ripen'd glow ſhall long be ſeen ;: 
And every flower that drinks the dew 

Shall bow in homage to its Queen. 


T-H'E 
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CHOICE OF A WIFE, 
To G. H. Ea . 


Hene' er, my friend, you chance to find 
18 A female who attraQts your mind, 
Pour choice awhile ſuſpend ; 
Examine nicely firſt her heart, 
If incorrupt, if free from art; 
To that, be ſure attend: 


For beauty ſoon familiar grows, 
Or fades, as hourly fades the roſe, 
Frail tenant of decay! 
But virtue, life's extremeſt length, 
Improving, ſhines, and grows in ſtrength, = 
| With each ſucceeding day. | 


This is the beauty worth your care, . 
And not the cheek, the lip, the hair, i 
The 
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The eye, the teeth, the mien 
If no deformity diſgrace, 


You'll ſoon think that a lovely face, 
Where truth and honour reign. 


Be then the purpoſe of her heart, 
Whom of yourſelf you'd make a part, 
Confirm'd and well inform'd 
In all things moral, and divine; 
The virtues more attractive ſhine, 

By true devotion warm'd. 


Thoſe virtues ſtill have leaſt allay, 
And beſt will bear the ſtrict aſſay, 
That on religion grow; 
Others to fear, or intereſt, yield, 
Or ſhrink, or meanly quit the field, 
When ſtorms of paſſion blow. 


Let no vain ſuperſtitious fears 
Create imaginary Cares ; HED 
For thoſe, who mean the beſt, 
'Who've only honeſt ends in view, 
Will carefully thoſe ends purſue, 
And leave to Heaven the reſt. | 
| | * If 
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If gratitude her boſom ſwell ; 
If there, kind, generous pity dwell, 
Meekneſs, and manly ſenſe ; 
If no deſire for dreſs, or play, 
Can lead her ſteady heart away, 
Fear not her innocence. 


Fair Virtue, Honour, Candour, Truth, 
Alone maintain the charms of youth 
Through every ſtage of life : 

Theſe with new luſtre ever glow, 
And, every day, new charms beſtow 
PD pon the friend the Wirz. 


Thoſe light the lamp of pure deſire, 
Theſe fan the clear celeſtial fire, 
Bright flame of laſting love; 
While practis'd looks, and airs and ſmiles, 
And art, that thoughtleſs men beguiles, 
But flaſhes—— meteors prove. 
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THE 
CHOICE OF A HUSBAND. 


WRITTEN 
BY A YOUNG LADY. 


INSCRIBED TO MISS COOPER. 


OU aſk, if the * to my choice were ſub- 
mitted, 
You aſk how I'd wiſh in a man to be fitted ? 
I'll anſwer you freely, but beg you to mind him; 
Your friendſhip, perhaps, may aſſiſt me to find him. 


His age and condition ſhall firſt be conſider'd 
The roſe on his cheek ſhould be blow, but not 
wither'd ; 
He ſhould be, then—but, hark ye! a 01 in your 
ear, 
Don't you think Five - and- twenty would fit to a ale 
His 
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His fortune, from debts and incumbrances clear, 
Unſaddled with jointures, a thouſand a year : 
Though, to ſhew you at once, my good ſenſe and 

good nature, | 
I'd not quarrel much, ſhould it chance to be greater... 


/ 


The qualities, next, of his heart and his head— 
Good-natur'd, and friendly, ſincere, and well-bred ; 


With wit, when he pleas'd, on all ſubjects to ſhine, 


And ſenſe, not too great to ſet value on mine: 


His learning, and judgement, ſhould ſeldom ap- 
| pear; 
And his courage be ſhewn, but when n near; 
With an eye, that can melt at another man's woe; 
A _ to forgive, and a hand, to beftow. 


No coxcomb who boaſts of his knowledge, or 
| arts; . | 

Nor Riff with his learning, nor 3 of his parts; 

No dull, ſolemn blockhead, who'd bin be thought 


wiſe; 


For, a fool. I deteſt, and a fo I deſpiſe. | 
VVV 
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Thus I've try'd to mark out, in theſe whimfical _ 
| lays, 
The partner I wiſh for the reſt of my . 
Go find out the lad that is form'd to my plan; ; 
And him I will marry——l1 mean if I can. 


But, if it ſhould chance—there's a proverb, you 
know, 

That marriage, and hanging, by deſtiny go— 

Should it happen. that Fate has ſome other in ſtore, 

The reverſe of the picture I gave you before, f 


Should I chance to be curſt with a fop, or a fool, 
Too perverſe to be rul'd, yet too filly to rule, 
What, then, could be done ?—Without fighting, or 


arguing, 
I think I would &'en make the beſt of my bargain ; 


I'd fit down content with the lot that was mine, 
And, though I might ſmart, yet I would not repine— 
You may laugh, if you pleaſe: But I'll ſwear that I 
would 
Do all I have told 7.1 mean if I cok; 


THE 
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A PASTORAL BALLAD. 


IN IMITATION OF SHENSTONE. 


Marrow, dear MaLLOow, adieu 
How oft have I walk'd by thy ſpring, 
While the trees were yet dropping with dew, 
Exe the lark his ſhrill matin did fing ! 
How often at noon have I ſtray d, ; 
By the ſtreamlet that winds through the yale ! 
How oft, at ſtill eve, on thy mead, | 
The ſoft breeze have I joy'd to inhale ! 


O'er thy green hills high-boſom'd in wood, 
O'er thy ſweetly diverſified ground, 
How oft, as my walk I purſued, 
Have I gaz'd in wild tranſport around! 


Invoking 
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Invoking the powers that preſide : 
O'er the ſtream, o'er the grove, or the hill, 


With their preſence my fancy to guide, 
With their fire my rapt boſom to fill. 


On a rock hanging over the flood 
Through the wild glen meandering ſlow, 
Half-frighted, how oft have I ſtood 
I 0o0o pore on the mirror below ! 
Jo ſee in the breaſt of the wave 
The glen, and the rock, and the ſky, 
How bright the reflection it gave! 
How pleas'd, how delighted was I! 


At the foot of an elm, or a lime, 
How oft have I ſtretch'd me along, 
Enchanted with CoLLins's rhyme, 
Or Ax ENSIDE's rapture of ſong ! 
How oft, too, as accident led 
Through the church-yard path's fear-ſtirring 
ground, 
Buſy fancy has call'd up the dead 
To glide in dread viſion around! 
Fheſe 
I 
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Theſe ſweet walks, this ſoft quiet, and all 
Thoſe blameleſs, thoſe rational joys, 
Muſt I quit for the buzz of the Hall, 

For diſſonance, wrangling, and noiſe ; 
For the city's dull uniform ſcene, 

Where jobbing, and party, and ſtrife, 
Diſſipation, and languor, and pain, 

Fill up the whole circle of life. 


* The language which flows from the heart,” 
In Sus Ax, in Maxy, and BEss, 
How exchang'd for the poliſh of art, 
Smooth nonſenſe, and empty addreſs ! 
The painting, which Nature beſtows 
On the village-maid's innocent cheek, 
*Mid the birth-night's fantaſtical rows 
How loſt were the labour to ſeek ! 


Yet oft ſhall fond Memory anew 
Preſent each lov'd ſcene to my eye, 


And with painful enjoyment review 
The delights, that too haſtily fly: 


Throu Zh 
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Through all the ſweet landſcapes around, 
Not a ſtream, not a rock, or a tree, 
Not a field-flower, nor ſhrub, ſhall be found 
Unmark'd, or unhonour'd by me. . 


And ye, my companions ſo dear, — 
What words my deep anguiſh can tell ?— 
Receive for a witneſs this tear 
How it pains me to bid you FAREWELL I 
- Ye, too for I read in your eyes 
The emotions that ſwell at your heart 
Ve have not yet learn'd to diſguiſe——— 
Ve are ſorry to ſee me depart.” 


Sweet ſeat of Contentment and Eaſe, 
Where Reſt her ſtill Sabbath may keep; 
Where all may live juſt as they pleaſe, | 
Eat, drink, read, laugh, ſaunter, or ſleep: 
The next ſpring may new-brighten thy ſcene, 
And thy leaves, and thy bloſſoms reſtore 
But—bring the lov'd circle again, : 
Or the landſcape will cham me no more. 
| | Sweet 
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Sweet commerce of uniſon minds 
A treaſure how rarely poſſeſt ! 

How ſeldom through life the heart finds 
This joy, that gives worth to the reſt !— 
But—hark !—'tis the chaiſe at the door— 

My mare is already in view— 
Alas !— have time for no more— 
O MarLow, dear MaLLow, apizu! 
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ELEGIAC'STANZ'AS, 


* 7 


To THE MEMORY OF 
| A VOUNG GENTLEMAN, 


Who died in the Nineteenth year of his age. 


1 | Hine eyes, dear Vovr x, are clos'd in night; 
Thy thread, alas! is ſpun; | | 
Cut off, at once, from life and light, DE, 
Exe half thy ſands were run! | 


How ſhort the date of human things ! 
How tranſient are the joys! 
The flower, that in the morning ſprings, 
The evening blaſt deftroys! 


See where, abſorb'd in filent grief, 
| The childleſs mother ſtands ! 
Some pitying angel bring relief, | 
And hold her frantic hands. | 

O loft 


* 


I — 8 
O loſt too ſoon, lamented ſhade | S 
Juſt opening into man, . 
While Cuſtom rul'd, and Paſſion ſway'd, 
Ere Reaſon's power began 


Vet, —let me here the word recall, 8 


Theſe raſh repinings ſhun 
*Twas Heaven's high will decreed his fall; 
And let Heaven's will be done! 


Let all, who lov'd his worth, his truth, 
Remember them with groans ! 
And all the frailties of his youth 
Be buried with his bones ! 
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HAPPY UNION. 
INSCRIBED TO MISS BOYD. 


ALLAS, and Venvs, long at ſtrife, 
For once, in friendſhip join'd; 
One undertook to draw a face ; 
And one to form a mind : 


| Around, with pencils in their hands, 
i The Loves and Graces wait, 
Pencils in heavenly colours dipp'd, 

To render all compleat. 


PaLLas, with an attentive view, 
All Nature's ſtores ſurvey'd ; 

Selecting, only, ſuch as bards 
Give to the blue-ey'd maid, 


1 
— 
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Soor 


| 


Soon ſhone the ſoul, an eſſence pure, 
That might with angels vie; | 
Which Venus temper'd into form, | -| 
And painted in the eye : | 


The eye, that orb of light, which ſhows | | 

The features of the mind, Wh 

Diſtinct, as faithful mirrours yield 
The forms of human kind. 


The finiſh'd piece before them lay; | 
Each view'd the curious frame: | 
Then ſaid, Go forth, thou work divine; | 
1 7 „ ALETHEA * be thy name: " 


| 
Go forth, thou pattern of the fair, | | 
Thou Love of gods and men; ; b 

«© Be thine to charm the world below ; _ Ft 11 
* And viſit us again.” | | | 

| 
| 


This ſaid, up roſe the living form, = 

| In all its parts refin'd | * 14 
„ Venus gave beauty to the Face ; 2 {11 
And PaLLas to the Minvp. 


* We have it on the authority of Homrr, and all the 
_ greateſt Ancients, that ſuperior natures were known in Heaven, 
and amngft mortals, by different names. 


a . | 
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Two 
YE ELEGLIYE S. 


Argelitanas mavis habitare Tabernas, 

Cum tibi, parve liber, ſcrinia noſtra vacent, 
Neſcis, heu! neſcis dominæ Faſtidia RoM : 

Crede mihi, nimium martia turba ſapit. 
AEtherias, laſcive, cupis volitare per auras : 

I, fuge; ſed poteras tutior eſſe domi. 


MARTIAI. 
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2 IS night, dead night; and &er the plain 
© Darkneſs extends her ebon ray, 
While wide along the gloomy ſcene 
Deep Silence holds her ſolemn ſway : 


Throughout the earth no chearful beam - » 
The melancholic eye ſurveys, 
Save where the worm's fantaſtic gleam 
The *nighted traveller betrays ; | E 


* 7 
4 » 
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The ſavage race (ſo Heaven decrees) e 


No longer through the foreſt rove; 
All nature reſts, and not a breeze 
Diſturbs the ſtillneſs of the grove : 


All nature reſts ; in Sleep's ſoft arms- 
The village ſwain forgets his care :. 
Sleep, that the ſting of Sorrow charms, - 
And heals all ſadneſs, but deſpair : 


Deſpair, alone, her power denies ; 
And, when the Sun withdraws his rays, 
To the wild beach, diſtracted, flies, 


Or, chearleſs, through the deſart ſtrays. 


Or, to the church- yard's horrors led, 
While fearful echoes burſt around, 
On ſome cold ſtone he leans his head, 
Or throws his body on the ground. 


To ſome ſuch drear and ſolemn ſcene, 
Some friendly power direct my way, 

Where pale Misfortune's haggard train, 
Sad luxury | delight to ſtray: 


Wrapp'd 


IR 
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Wrapp'd in the ſolitary gloom, | 
Ft Retir'd from Life's fantaſtic crew, 
| Reſign'd, I'll wait my final doom, 1 
1 And bid the buſy world adieu. | | 


Ihube world has, now, no joy for me; * 
Nor can Life, now, one pleaſure boaſt; | 

Since all my eyes defir'd to ſee, 
My wiſh, my hope, my all, is loſt; 


Since ſhe, ſo form'd to pleaſe and bleſs, 
So wiſe, ſo innocent, ſo fair, 

Whoſe converſe ſweet made ſorrow leſs | . 
And brighten'd all the gloom of Care, 1 


Since ſhe is loſt:—Ve powers divine! 1 
What have I done, or thought, or ſaid? = 
O ſay! what horrid act of mine, 
Has drawn this vengeance on my head ? 


Why ſhould Heaven favour Ly con's claim? = = 
Why are my heart's beſt wiſhes croſt ? | | 
What fairer deeds adorn his name? | 
What nobler merit can he boaſt ? 
5 What 
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What higher worth in him was found, 
My true heart's ſervice to outweigh? 
A ſenſeleſs fop !—a dull compound 
| Of ſcarcely animated clay! 


He dreſs'd, indeed, he danc'd with eaſe, 
And charm'd her, by repeating oer 

 Vameaning raptures in her praiſe, 

That twenty fools had ſaid before: 


But I, alas! who thought all art 

My paſſion's force would meanly prove, 
Could only boaſt an honeſt heart, 

And claim'd no merit but my love. 


_ Have II not ſate Ve conſcious hours 

Be witneſs—while my STELLA ſung, 
From morn to eve, with all my powers 

Rapt in the enchantment of her tongue 


Ye conſcious hours, that ſaw me ſtand, 
Entranc'd in wonder, and ſurprize, \ 
In ſilent rapture preſs her hand, 
With paſſion burſting from my eyes, 
| K 


Have 
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Have I not lov'd -O Earth, and Heaven! 
Where, now, is all my youthfuÞ boaſt * 

The dear exchange I-hop'd was given. 


For lighted fame, and fortune loſt ! 


Where, aow, the joys that once were mine? : * 
Where all my hopes of future bliſs ? 12 

Mluſt I thoſe joys, theſe hopes reſign ? 

Is all her friendſhip come to this? 


Muſt, then, each woman faithleſs prove; 
And each fond lover be undone ? 

Are vows no more! —Almighty Love! 
The ſad remembrance let me ſhun ! 


It will not be——my honeſt heart 
The dear, fad image ſtill retains : 

And, ſpite of reaſon, ſpite of art, 

The dreadful memory remains. 


Ye powers divine, whoſe wonderous ſkill 
Deep in the womb of Time can ſee, 
Behold, I bend me to your will, 
Nor dare arraign your high decree! 


* 
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Let her be bleſs'd with health, with eaſe, - 


With-all your bounty has in ſtore: 
Let ſorrow cloud my future days, 


Be STELLA bleſs'd !— I aſk no more, 


* 


But 10 where, high in yonder Eaſt, 


The ſtar of Morning mounts apace! 
Hence —let me fly the unwelcome gueſt, 
And bid the Muſe's labour ceaſe. 
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W HEN, young, Life's journey I began, 
The glittering proſpect charm'd my eyes, 
I faw along the extended plain 
Joy after joy exceflive riſe : 


And Fame her golden trumpet blew ; 

And Power diſplay'd her gorgeous charms ; 
And Wealth engag'd my wandering view ; 
And Pleaſure woo'd me to her arms: 


To each, by turns, my vows I paid, 
As Folly led me to admire ; 

While Fancy magnify'd each ſhade ; 
And Hope increas'd each fond defire. 


But, ſoon, I found 'twas all a dream; 


And learn'd the fond purſuit to ſhun, 
Where few can reach their purpos'd aim, 
And thouſands, daily, are undene: 
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And Fame, I found, was empty air; 
And Wealth had Terror for her gueſt; 
And Pleaſure's path was ſtrewn with care; 
And Power was vanity at belt. ; 


Tir'd of the chace, I gave it o'er; 
And, in a far ſequeſter d ſhade, 

To Contemplation's ſober power 
My youth's next ſervices I paid. 


There Health and Peace adorn'd the ſcene ; 
And oft, indulgent to my prayer, 
With mirchful eye, and frolic mien, 
The muſe would deign to viſit there: 


There would ſhe oft, delighted, rove 
The flower-enamell'd vale along; 
Or wander with me through the grove, 


And liften to the wood-lark's ſong; . 


Or, mid the foreſt's awful gloom, 


Whilſt wild amazement fill'd my eyes, 


Recall paſt ages from the tomb, 


Aud bid ideal wor Ids ariſe, 
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Thus, in the muſe's favour bleſt, 

One wiſh alone my ſoul could frame, 
And Heaven beſtow'd, to crown the reſt, 

A friend, and TRHYRSIS was his name. 


For manly conſtancy, and truth, ' 
And worth, unconſcious of a ſtain, 

He bloom'd, the flower of BxiTain's youth, 
The boaſt and wonder of the plain. 


Still, with our years, our friendſhip grew; 
No cares did then my peace deſtroy: 
Time brought new bleſſings, as he flew ; 


And every hour was wing'd with oy: 


But ſoon the bliſsful ſcene was loſt ; 
Soon did the ſad reverſe appear; 


Love came, like an untimely froſt, 
To blaſt the promiſe of my year. 


I ſaw young Daynne's angel form, 
(Fool that I was, I bleſs'd the ſmart) 
And, while I gaz'd, nor thought of harm, 

The dear infection ſeiz d my heart: 


She 


— 
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She was—at leaſt in Damon's eyes * 

Made up of lovelineſs, and grace; 3 
Her heart a ſtranger to diſguiſe ; 
Fer mind as perfect as her face: 


To hear her ſpeak, to ſee her move, : 
(Unhappy I, alas! the while) 

Her voice was joy, her look was love, 
And Heaven was open in her ſmile ! 


She heard me breathe my amorous prayers, 
She liſten'd to the tender ſtrain, 
She heard my ſighs, ſhe ſaw my tears, 


And ſeem'd, at length, to ſhare my pain : 


She ſaid ſhe lov'd—and I, poor youth! 


(How ſoon, alas ! can Hope perſuade ) : 
Thought all ſhe ſaid no more than truth, 
And all my love was well repaid. 


In joys unknown to courts, or kings, 
With her I ſate the live-long day, 
And ſaid and look'd ſuch tender things, 


As none beſide could look, or ſay! 


How 
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Thus, in the muſe's favour bleſt, 
One with alone my ſoul could frame, 


And Heaven beſtow'd, to crown the reſt, 
A friend, and THYRSIs was his name. 


For manly conſtancy, and truth, 
And worth, unconſcious of a ſtain, 

He bloom'd, the flower of BXITAIN's youth, 
The boaſt and' wonder of the plain. 


Still, with our years, our friendſhip grew; 
No cares did then my peace deſtroy: 
Time brought new bleſſings, as he flew 


And every hour was wing'd with o: 


But ſoon the bliſsful ſcene was loſt ; 
| Soon did the ſad reverſe appear; 


Loves came, like an untimely froſt, 
To blaſt the promiſe of my year. 


I ſaw young Daynnz's angel form, 

(Fool that I was, I bleſs'd the ſmart) 
And, while I gaz'd, nor thought of harm, 
The dear infection ſeiz d my heart: 


She 


In joys unknown to courts, or kings, 


4. 
She was—at leaſt in Damon's eyes— * wy 
Made up of lovelineſs, and grace; 1 
Her heart a ſtranger to diſguiſe; 
Fer mind as perfect as her face: 


To hear her ſpeak, to ſee her move, | : 
_ (Unhappy I, alas! the while) 
Her voice was joy, her look was love, 
And Heaven was open in her ſmile! 


She heard me breathe my amorous prayers, 

She liſten'd to the tender ſtrain, 
She heard my fighs, ſhe ſaw my tears, | 3 
And ſeem'd, at length, to ſhare my pain: | 


She ſaid ſhe lov'd—and I, poor youth! _ 
(How ſoon, alas! can Hope perſuade!) 

Thought all ſhe ſaid no more than truth, 
And all my love was well repaid. 


i 


With her I ſate the live-long day, 
And ſaid and look'd ſuch tender things, 


As none beſide could look, or ſay ! 


How 
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How ſoon-tan Fortune ſhift the ſcene, 
And all our earthly bliſs deſtroy ?— 

Care hovers round, and Grief *s fell train 
Still greads upon the heels of Joy. 


My age's hope, my youth's beſt boaſt, 
My ſoul's chief bleſſing, and my pride, 
In one ſad moment, all were loſt; 


And Darnns chang' d, and Turxsis aud. 


©, who, that heard her vows ads 
Could dream theſe vows were inſincere? 

Or, who could think, that ſaw her ſmile, 
'That Fraud could find admittance there ? 


Yet, ſhe was falſe !—my heart will break! 
Her frauds, her perjuries were ſuch— 
Some other tongue than mine muſt ſpeak— 

J have not power to ſay how much! 


Ye ſwains, hence warn'd, avoid the bait; 
O ſhun her paths, the traitreſs ſhun !_ 

Her voice is death, her ſmile is fate, 

Who hears, or ſees her, 15 undone. 


And 
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| : And, when Death's hand ſhall cloſe my eye 
g (For ſoon, I know, the day will come) 
„ O chear my ſpirit with a ſigh; 
a J And grave theſe lines upon my tomb. 
1 
; is 
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ONSIGN'D to duſt, beneath this ſtone, 
In Manhood's prime is Damon laid; 
Joyleſs he liv'd, and dy'd unknown 
In bleak Misfortune's barren ſhade. 


Lov'd by the muſe, but lov'd in vain 
 *Twas Beauty drew his ruin on; 


He ſaw young Daynane on the plain 
He lov'd, believ'd, and was undone : 


His heart then ſunk beneath the ſtorm, 
(Sad meed of unexampled truth) 

And Sorrow, like an envious worm, 
Devour'd the bloſſom of his youth. 


Beneath this ſtone the youth is laid 
O greet his aſhes with a tear ! 

May Heaven with bleflings crown his ſhade, 
And grant that peace he wanted here! 


STANZAS, 


WITH THE FOREGOING ELEGIES. 


INCE you permit the lowly muſe 
This offering at your feet to lay, 


Her flight with ardour ſhe renews; ES 
Nor heeds the perils of the way: | 


If, in the poet's artleſs lays, 
Late warbled in his native grove, 

You find, perchance, one line to praiſe, 
Or ſhould one ſentiment approve ; | 


Let critics babble, o'er and o'er, 
Of figures falſe, and accent wrong, 
Bleſt in thy ſmile, he aſks no more 
There muſt be merit in the ſong. | 
| Ao But, 


But, when of Epitaph, and Worm, 


T he virtues glowing in thy breaſt : 
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| Of Death, and Tombs, the bard doth rave, 
You'll aſk, how *ſcap'd he from the ſtorm ? 
What power hath ſnatch'd him from the grave? 


The muſe the ſecret will impart ; OY 
(For what avails it to diſguiſe ?) _ 

v\ ſpeck he ſaw in Dayane's. heart, | 
That dimm'd the luſtre of her eyes. 


But, had the maid thy power poſſeſs'd, 
'To bind and ſtrengthen Beauty's charm 3 


The graces breathing in Tyr form: 


Of manners gentle, and ſincere, 


Had DAPHNE been what =— is, 
And had Misfortune's ſtroke ſevere 
Then robb'd him of the promis d bliſs, 


Too big for words, the deep diſtreſs 
Had quickly ſtopp'd the poet's tongue: 
O' er-borne by Paſſion's wild exceſs, 
His heart had ſunk, unwept, unſung. 


WAS. The 


5 0 
. ; 
The youth, too ſure, had << dy'd unknown; 5 
No lover's ſigh his ſhade had bleſs'd; 
No rude memorial on his ſtone | 
Had mark'd his aſhes from the reſt; 


- Unleſs, perchance, with one kind tear, 
The pitying maid his fate ſhould mourn, 

And bid ſome happier ſervant's care 

To throw a laurel on his urn, 


4 


AN 


11 


AN 
INSCRIPTION, 
Written upon one of the Tuns * in Fam 
WALK. 


ARK was the ſky with many a cloud, 
The fearful lightnings flaſh'd around, 
Low to the blaſt the foreſt bow'd, 
And bellowing thunders rock'd the ground : 


Faſt fell the rains upon my head, 
And weak, and weary were my feet, 
When lo! this hoſpitable ſhed, 
At length ſupply'd a kind retreat. 
That, in fair Memory's faithful page, 
The Bard's eſcape may flouriſh long, 
Yet ſhuddering from the tempeſt's rage, 
He dedicates the votive ſong. 
* Two ſeats in Ham War xs, near Ricumond inSurty, 
called Tus, from their form, which reſembles an hogſhead 


ſplit ia two, 
| For 
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For ever ſacred be the earth : 
From whence the tree its vigour drew! 
The hour that gave the ſeedling birth! 
The foreſt where the ſcyon grew)! 


* 


Long honoured may his aſhes reſt, 
Who firſt the tender ſhoot did rear! 

Bleſt be his name, but doubly bleſt 

The friendly hand that plac'd it here! 


O ne'er may war, or wind, or wave, 
This pleaſurable ſcene deform; 

But Time ſtill ſpare the ſeat, which gave 
The poet ſhelter from the ſtorm ! 


ODE 


Oo N |} 


BRITISH FREEDOM. 


INSCRIBED TO THE 


Moſt Noble WILLIAM Marquis of KILDARE, 


7 WAS in the ſilent hour of eve, | 
> When gently penſive viſions roll, 
When joys, which thought alone can give, 
Spread their dominion o'er the ſoul, 
A youth, who oft was wont to rove, 
And woo the Dryads of the grove, 
Aloft; from Ricumond's * wood-crown'd height, 
Beheld the day's deſcending light, 


* RICHMOND, a village in Surgy, twelve miles from » 
Loox Dok, which has been termed the FRESCATI of EN G- | 
LAND, It is the ſeat of our monarchs; and the palace, from 
its ſplendor, was called Syznz, which, in the Saxon 


language, fignifies bright, or ſhining, 


Beheld 
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Beheld the verdure of the vale, . 
I he tufted bank where THAMIs glides,. 
The green-rob'd grove, the opening dale, 
Where every gentler grace preſides; 
Where, o'er the face. of all the varied ground, 
The power of Beauty reigns, and pours her Vleſlings- 
| round. 


And Ob (ke cry'd). © thou lovely maid, 
Fair Fancy, grant thy genial fire, 
© If e'er by native hill, or ſnade, . 
I wak'd in youth the rural lyre! | 
© If &er, along the lonely ſhore, 
Where loud the ATLAanTic: ſurges roar, 
Or where LE ana's waters ſpread, 
Or Tur«* ereQts his fir-clad head, 
Thus oft invok'd at early day, | 
Thou haſt liſten'd to thy ſuppliant's prayer;. 
Thou haſt deign'd to raiſe his lowly lay, 
Or deign'd his vacant hours to ſhare, . | 


*Tuxx is one of thoſe ſtupendvus mountains; Which hang 
over the lower LouGx-LENE [LEANA], near KILLARNEY, 
- in the county of KERRY. The public has been enabled, in 
ſome degree, to form a judgment of the amazing beauties of this 

M ſcenery? 
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« Now on this ſummit take thy filent ftand, 


And throw thine eyes around BRITANNIA 4's happy 


land! 


In yonder wood, whoſe darkening gloom 
* Bids Horror every form aſſume, 
* Bids awe-ftruck Contemplation ſoar, 
Lo! altars riſe diſtain'd with gore! 
The victim bleeds !—Thence o'er his ſoul 
The Druid feels the ſacred phrenzy roll: 
Hence —to your arms !—your gods main- 
tain l!— 
« Lo ! riding o'er the billowy main, 
« A mighty hero, from afar, 
« Provokes you to the rage of war !— 
*« ANDATE, hear — May JurLzvs feel 
„ CASSIBELAN'sS avengeful ſteel! 
„And may thy ſuppliant Cumsi * ſtill maintain 
«« Their fathers? hallow'd faith, their ancient free- 
born reign * 


ſcenery, by the elegant engravings lately _—_— by Mr. 
FisHER, from his own drawings, 


* Cum, or Cy1&1, the antient name of the BazToxs, 


. 5 
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© In vain the prayer—Behold the gleam 
Of arms ſhines terrible from far 
* Behold, thick plunging in the ſtream, 
The Romans * ſound the din of war! 
© They yield, —the Painted ſquadrons yield 
The Eagle fans the conquer'd field; 


And Rows, exulting from her throne, 
« Beholds another world her own: 
Vain is each hero's bold eſſay, 
And vain the Female Warrior's arms; 
Still Time confirms the victor's ſway, - 
Though FREEDOM rouſe to loud alarms ; 
And vain CaRacTacus, thy patriot flame, 
Theme of a future bard, who well ſhall raiſe thy 
fame. | | . 
1 © Say, 
The Romans firſt invaded BRITAIN, under Jur tus 
CæSsAR, about fifty-five years before the birth of CurgsT : 
and eſtabliſhed an authority, which «hey maintained until about 
the year of our Lord 448, when (the ſudden irruption of the 
Northern nations, who began about this time to ſpread them- 
fel ves over all Euxor E, making it neceſſary for them to apply - 
all their force to the defence of the empire) they finally aban- 
doned the iſland. Even while their authority did ſubſiſt, it 
was by no means abſolute, or quietly ſubmitted to: the native 
valour, and undiſciplined impetuoſity of the BRITONS, gave 
them many ſevere checks; particularly, about the year 50, 
M 2 under 
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Say, who is he, aloft in air, 
Sublime upon his iron car, 
< Who: bids the trembling world prepare 
For hardihood and deeds of war ?— 
Stern Op IN: At his bold command, 
Oer ALB10N's wave-encircled land, 


From. ſnow- lad ScarsF1ELD iſſuing forth, 


Flies the dread Spirit of the North. 


under CAR AcWTAcus; and, nine years after, under Bo A- 
DIC IA, or BoNDUCA, queen of the Ic ENI. 


* The Saxons were called in by the Ba1ToNs, to aſſiſt 
them againſt the PicTs and Scors; and landed in the iſle of 
THANET, about the year 450: Hznc1sT, and Hos, 
their leaders, are ſaid to have been great-grandſons of Wonzn, 
or Op1N, who was worſhipped as a God among thoſe nations. 


1 The Northern provinces of GERMAN, and ScAN I- 
NAVIA, were the hive, whence iſſued thoſe ſwarms of barba- 
rians, which, about the beginning of the fifth century, poured 
like an inundation over the Southern parts of Euxor z; and, 
in their progreſs, well nigh obliterated every monument of art, 
and every veſtige of civil government. ScARSFIELD is one of 
the many names of that immenſe chain of mountains which 
croſſes Sc AN DIN AVIA from North to South, and divides the 
dominions of SwWE DEN and Norway by an almoſt inſur- 
mountable barrier, | 


Again, 


Ly -— > 
Again, a pauſe—Behold, along 

Where oder yon widely-ſpreading plain 
The Raven t leads her hardy throng, 


« Fierce plunderers of the freighted main! 
© They meet; the battle bleeds, and all around 


Echo the ſhrieks of Woe, the victorsꝰ ſhouts reſound. 


© Thou ſeeſt beneath theſe clouds above, 

* Avenging, fly the bird of Jovs, 0 

* Thence, ſwift-deſcending on his foe, 

He ftrikes the lordly Falcon low; 

© So:RoLi.o0's * ſon—What woes ſucceed! 
Again ſhall tyrants rule, and Br1Tons bleed! 

| | Ol if, 


t The Dax Es made their firſt attack upon Bx1TA1n about 
the year 832, in the reign of EcBERT: in 1017 their power 


Was advanced to ſuch an height, that, upon the murder of Ep- 


MuND-IRoNSIDE, CAN uE poſſeſſed himſelf of the throne, 


The Dax Es bear a Raven upon their ſtandards, 


* Rot o, a petty prince of DEN MARx, having, about the 


beginning of the tenth century, with a multitude of followers, 


attacked, and ſettled himſelf in the maritime parts of FR ANR, 
obtained of 'CHAarLEs THE SIMPLE a grant of the province 
formerly called NEuST RIA, which he erected into a dutchy, 
under the name of Nox MAN D, from its Northern conquerors. 


From this Rofl To deſcended WILLIAM, who having, upon 


the 11th of October, 1066, overthrown and flain Hax ot 


| In 
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O! if, in AxrRHUk's earlieſt times, 
© From lily'd vales, and gentler climes, 
Fair LIBERTY to ALBtoNn's ſhore 
Her unſubmitting ſtandard bore, 
Arouſe again !-—They hear! they hear! 
Again, behold the uplifted ſpear! 
In yonder Mead the ſons of Glory riſe ; 
And Free pom's banner waves amid BRITANNTIA's 
ſkies ! | 
© From 


in the bloody and deciſive battle of HAs TIN Gs, aſcended the 
ENGLISH throne, and thence obtained the ſurname of Tat 
ConqQuEROR. | 


1 Ru NN Y-MZ Dr, or RuxxE-Mz p, a large plain be- 
tween WIN DSO and STAINES, where, on the 19th of June, 
1215, the barons of ENGLAND compelled Jon x, their king, to 
fign and ſeal the GREAT CHARTER of their liberties : ſtrange 
that, in an age ſo jealous and tenacious of their liberties as the 
preſent, no building has yet been erected upon the ſpot, to perpe- 


tuate th memory of ſo great an event; eſpecially, as a late 


EnGL1sKx Claſſic, ſome years fince, offered to the public the 
following elegant and manly lines, as an inſcription for ſuch 
building, | 


Thou, who the verdant plain doſt traverſe here, 
While TxamEts, among his willows, from thy view 
Retires, O ſtranger, ſtay thee, and the ſcene 
Around contemplate well, Ta1s is the place, 
2, | Where 


af. 


d 


d 


» 
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* 


Again ſhall Deſolation ſpread ? 


pile THams's ſhore with heaps of dead? 
* Shall tame Submiſſion ſtill remain? 
Shall BRITOx's hug the ſervile chain? 
And ofer a free - born native's head 
Shall foreign mitred tyrants tread? 


_ © Forbid it Heaven !|—A brighter ray 


Now ſtrikes athwart the duſky gloom, 
© And glancing o'er the verge of day, 
_ © Diſpells the illuſive charms of Rows : 
Far 
Where ere antient Barons, clad in arms, 


And ftern with conqueſt, from their tyrant King 
(Then render'd tame) did challenge, and ſecure, 


'The CHARTER OF THY FREEDOM, Paſs not on, 


Till thou have bleſs'd THE ir memory, and paid 
Thoſe thanks, which Gop appointed the reward 
Of yvBLIgc VirTuvE: and if, chance, thy home, 
Salute thee with a father's honour'd name, 

Go, call thy ſons ; inſtruct them what a debt 
They owe their anceſtors ; and make them ſwear 
'To pay it, by tranſmitting down, intire, 


Thoſe sAcRED RICH Ts to which themſelves were born, 


* The ReyoxMATI1ON, the doctrines of which were firſt 
preached in ENGLAND by Wie ELITE, and his followers, in 


23995 
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Far nobler proſpects gild the opening ſkies, 
© Religion, Arts, and Laws, Commerce, and 
Glory riſe, 


© Now, FREEDOM, bid thy veſtal flame 
Io ſpires of purer radiance blaze; 
Bid patriot ſouls aſpire to fame, 
« 'To happier deeds, and happier days; 
Bid o'er the white rocks of thine iſle 
© Each open Grace,. each Virtue ſmile ; 
And bid on Mi:Ton's honour'd brow 
© Fair wreaths of every laurel blow : 
O bid each hero, in thy cauſe, 
© Exert each active power of ſoul, B+ 
To guard thy rights, aſſert thy laws, 
To raiſe thy friends, thy foes controul ! 
And, when Oryx 25510 lifts her iron hand, 
O bid thy Hamapex f riſe, and rouze the ſinking 
land. 


© One 


1399: it had obtained, and was openly profeſſed by, many 

proſelytes, under HENRY VIII. in 1529; and was finally 1 | 
eſtabliſhed, nearly upon the ſame ground as at preſent, in the | 
reign of EpwarD VI. about the middle of the ſixteenth 

century. | | 


{} The noble ſtand made by Joux HamBpen;. in 1637, 
againſt the illegal and arbitrary impoſition of Ship-money, has 
rendered 


„ 
One effort more :—in other ſkies 1 
What ſons of virtuous glory riſe, 
Who to fair AL BIox's frighted ſhore 
Her laws, her ſacred laws reſtore 
Fled is the tyrant !—Turn thine eyes 
© To where Au usr a's leſſening turrets riſe: 
© Succeeding years now give command 
To kings, the fathers of the land; 
« To kings, whoſe delegated throne 
£ Eftabliſh'd FREEDOM calls her own; | 
© Whoſe thoughts, whoſe throbbing wiſhes feel 
That godlike end, the general weal ; 
* Whoſe patriot ſouls adopt the liberal plan 
Of Nature's hallow'd gift, the FxeeBoRN STATE 
or Man. | 


« Yet may, at length, the lowly Muſe 
5 Indulge one wiſh, nor wiſh in vain ! 
Far hence, O far be partial views, 
« Miſtaken Wiſdom's ſelfiſh train ! | 
| Ch | 4 Wide 


rendered his name deſervedly dear to all the lovers of ConsT1- 
TUTIONAL LIBERTY, | 
1 In the ever-memorable year 2688, the united wiſhes of a 


FALE PROPLE having forced the bigoted and tyrannical 
N Janzs 


r 
« Wide as extends BRITA N NTA's ſway, 
Where yonder Sun now ſlopes his way, 
Oder every land, o'er every iſle, 
May rifing arts and commerce ſmile ! 
May laws in equal tenor flow ! 
May Fxzepom, gild each ſea-beat ſhare! 
© No longer heard. the voice of Woe! | 
© And dread Oppreſſion ſeen no more! 
And may IE R NE praiſe a GrorGe's name, 
For Commerce, Arts, and Laws, and FX EEDOM“s 
ſacred flame! | 


Then, ALBzon, o'er the fubje& main _ 
Thuy fleets with bolder wings ſhall fly; 

Nor GaLL1a's threats thy courſe reſtrain : 
Nor GALL1a's arms thy ſons defy : 

Around, o'er many a diſtant ſhore, | 

1 Where yet no RaLEcns dare explore, 

| * Where, yet, no human footſteps tread, 

4 Thy ſtrengthen'd induſtry ſhall ſpread ; 


iy Jams to abdicate a crown of which he was unworthy, placed 

| it upon the head of Wirrtiam, prince of Ox AN, who has 
juſtly merited the title of Oux GREAT DxLIvsxtr from the 
tyranny of Roa isn SUPERSTITION» 


5 Thy 


1 gr] a 
© Thy arts of cultur'd Peace ſhall riſe; 
Thy trade extend her boundleſs ſway 
© In Weſtern wilds, and Southern ſkies, 
© Each BxITIsRH Muſe ſhall tune her lay; 
© And o'er each tenant of thy wide domain, 
When Fazzpom waves her wand, fair K 
muhall reign.” 


Thus, on thy brow, delightful SEN, 
At eve the ſtripling ſwain was ſeen 
To breathe his patriot ſighs along, 
His heart according to the ſong ;—— 
Now o'er the darkly glimmering view 
The gradual Night her fleecy mantle threw z 
The ſtream, the lawn, the lofty ſpire, 
The groves, the palaces retire ; 
In every ſhade is heard around 
The nightly warbler's ſolemn found, 
Which, mild as Zephyr's whiſpering gale, 
Soft ſteal, through Ham's Arcadian vale ; 
Well pleas'd, he liſtens to the plaintive lay; . 
Then homeward, calm and flow, he hies his lonely 
ys 


N 2 AN 


e G Y, 
WRITTEN IN THE YE AR 1751. 


P IS night, dead night,—and now no buſy 
| ſound | 

Is heard along the melancholy plains, 
No foot beats hollow o'er the vaulted ground, 


But through the world a penſive ſtillneſs reigns : 


Loſt all the noiſe and hurry of the day, 
A death-like filence in the ſtead remains ; 
Save that the Nightingale, from yonder ſpray, 
Pours o'er the vale her ſadly-pleaſing ſtrains: 


Save that, from out the ivy-wreathed tower, 

The hoarſe owl wings her ſolitary flight, 

And, ſhelter'd in the gloom of yonder bower, 
Tolls the flow knell of melancholy Night ; 


Save 


1937 
Save that the beaſts, which graze on yon blue hill, 
Anſwer each other, ſolemn, ſad, and flow 
Save the hoarſe chiding of the neighbour mill, 

And the rough cadence of the ftream below. 


The Moon, fair regent of the ſilver Night. 
With all the ſtarry glories in her train, 

Wide o'er the earth extends her peerleſs light, 
And ſpreads her lucid mantle to the main. 


Loft in the effulgence of reflected day, 
Through Heaven's pure azure not a cloud is ſeen ; 
The trees all glitter in the dancing ray ; 


And dapper elves trip lightly o'er the a” 


Sleep o'er the world her drowſy poppies ſtrews, 
And univerſal Nature owns her ſway ; 

The village-hind, diſfoly'd in ſoft repoſe, 
Forgets the labours, and the cares of Day. 


All nature refts—But I no reſt can know 
For Sleep abhors the manſions of Deſpair ; 
« Swift on her downy pinions flies from. Woe, 
And lights on lids unſullied with a tear.” 


To. 


j 
f 
| 
z 
j 
| 
ö 


„ 
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- TWIT 
To-morrow”s dawn tears all my joys away; 
To-morrow's dawn ELIz A muſt depart :— 
Yet, Reaſon, yet a little, hold thy ſway, 
Swell not my eye, O burſt not yet my heart | 


Think not to cheat me now, as oft before, 
With the vain hope that I may yet be bleſt :— 
O no—I never can be cheated more, 

Nor ever more can my torn ſoul have reſt ! 


Through Time's dark womb no diſtant joy I fee— 
No ray of Hope breaks. thro? the cloud of Care— 
No hours of bliſs are there reſerv'd for me— 


| "Tis 6x'd—'tis paſt—'tis abſolute. deſpair !” 


O pain to think fo generous, and ſo kind, 


Joy of each eye, and every heart's deſire, 
The gentleſt manners, and the nobleſt mind, 
All female ſoftneſs, and all manly fire— 


Yet ſhe is loſt !—What now can grateful prove? 


All-gracious Heaven, what equal can be found ?— 


No other fair can match my widow'd love 
Evex is loſt— che reſt is common ground. 


Riſe, 


) 
7 


) 
7 


„ e 
Riſe, riſe, ye winds! Blow, blow thou ſurly Eat? 

To the loud blaſt let the wide foreſt roar 
Let the ſea ſwell, and frown a horrid waſte ! | 

And the big waves burſt dreadful on the ſhore?! 


What have I ſaid ?—Alas! had I my will, 
Each ruder motion of the waves ſhould ceaſe ; 
The ſtorm ſhould reſt, each ſurly wind be ſtill; _ - 
And every heart—if poſſible — be peace. | 


Ye guardian powers (if any powers there are 


Whoſe watchful eye o'erſees the good and fair} > : 
Protect her ſtill ! O guard her from afar | 
O make EL Iz A your peculiar care! 


If ſoft- ey d innocence, devoid of art, 
If modeſty can pleaſe, if beauty charms, 
If lovelieſt manners can engage the heart, 
If worth demands your care, if virtue warms, 


O guard from all the dangers of the ſeas 
The richeſt freight that ever veſſel bore! 
Let each loud wind ſoft ſink into a breeze, 
And bid the thunder of the ſtorm be o'er ! 
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Loſt to all joy! though nought to me remains, 


But melancholy, phrenzy, and deſpair ; 


T hough, like a tender flower ofercharg'd with rains; 


My heart bends low beneath a weight of care; 


Still be thou bleſs'd with all that Heaven can ſend, 
*Till wearied Nature ſhall her charge reſign! 

Lov'd in thy life, lamented in thy end, 

Truth's fair reward, and Virtue's prize be thine! 


My prayer is heard :—but, ſoft—what gleam of light 
Gilds yon dun tower, and dapples all the Eaſt ?— 

To the grey dawn all hail !—Farewell to Night! 
Here not my ſorrow, but my muſe muſt reſt. 


AN 


4 
4 


BR LL x.6 ] ę 


AR from the buſy cares of life, 

In yonder vale O let me ſtray ; 
And there, retir'd from crowds and ſtrife, 

To ſweet Oblivion give the day ! 


Or, let me hie to where the vine 4. | 
A | In wanton wreaths compleats the bower ; 
= There ſee the pearly dew-drops ſhine, 
And hang in tears on every flower. 


[1 As o'er the green corn-field he flies, 
if Pl hear the lark's enraptur'd lay; et 3 
See Morn's firſt bluſhes gild the ſkies ; 
And hail the Sun's ambroſial ray. 
1 * The ſcene of this little poem is ſuppoſed to lie on the banks 
f of the Boy NE, in view of the obeliſk, erected in the year 1736. 
= | = in memory of the victory gained by king WILLIAM III. over 
1 IJAMuxs II. near W the iſt, 1690. 


O ve 
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Ye winds, be filent, while the rail 
With pleaſing ſounds the hour prolongs ; 
The thruſh, too, chaunts his amorous tale, 
And pours his little ſoul in ſongs. 


Now, let my curious eye ſurvey 

Yon monument of deathleſs fame, 
That ſhall to every age convey 

Immortal WIL LIAu's glorious name. 


The Borwz's clear ſtream, that flows faſt by, 
be fields, the groves array'd in green, 
diſtant hills, that prop the ſky, 
Compleat the beauties of the ſcene. 


Sweet proſpect to a mind at eaſe, 
That never felt the ſting of Care; 

The happy ſunſhine of whoſe days 
Was never clouded by Deſpair. 


Not even ſweet Morn's ambroſial ray 
Brings aught of joy to make me bleſt; 

To drive one anxious thought away 
Or chace az image from my breaſt : 


Vain 
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Vain are the lark's, the thruſh's trains ; 
(Sweet balm of Pain, of Care, and Strife} 


Fix'd in my ſoul HER form remains, 
And pulls the very firings of Life. 


Can that be ſhe that ſtrikes my eye, 

Slow walking o'er yon flowery mead ? 
Swift o'er the unbending corn I'll fly, 

Nor cruſh the cowſlip's velvet head 


"Tis nothing all, but empty air—— _ 
When wilt thou ceaſe, thou tyrant boy — 

To plunge us deeper in deſpair, c 

And cheat us with the hope of joy. 


I'll hope no more Deceiver, go . 


Thee, and thy treacherous ſmiles I curſe; 
For he, whoſe lot is caſt ſo low, 


Is ſure it never can be worſe. 


I TA TIO N 
OF THE 


Firſt Qde of the Firſt Book of Hoe ace. 


INSCRIBED TO. THE 


Right Hon. Pnitie DORMER STANHOPE, 
late Earl of CHESTERFIELD. 


THOU! whoſe virtues A 10 s ſons can 
trace 
Through an ennobled long deſcending race, 
Whoſe honour'd friendſhip, and whoſe guardian. 
name 


Open a proſpe& to the realms of Fame, 


Obſerve the various paſſions of the mind, 
That teize, delight, diſtract, and rule mankind. 


* MEzcCENas, atavis edite Ries ! 
O, et Præſidium, et dulce decus meum |! 


* There 
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” There-are—'tis ſtrange to ſay it; but there are 
Who place their glories in the rolling car, 


Who drive the flying ſteeds with niceſt art, 
And act the charioteer's tyrannic part. 


Hark! ſtranger, hark! the cucling ſcourges funds: 
The bridles jingle, and the horſes bound:: 

In clouds of duſt the invelop'd heroes fly, 

Like Gods, inviſible to mortal eye. 

Now, now, they laſh, and now, with pride elate, 


Double the corner, paſs the ſtreighten'd gate; 


Now, ſhort, or wide, with rapid quickneſs turn; 
And for the Coachman's laurels drive and burn. 
Oh! give them all the honours they require! 

Let other heroes other virtues fire; 

Be theſe for matchleſs ſkill in driving known; 


And bind their temples with a whipcord crown. 


t Tempt with ambition, if you can, the ſou! 
Whom neither vanity, nor wants controul; 
* Sunt quos. curriculo pulverem Olympicum 
Collegiſſe juvat, metaque fervidis 


Evitata notis, palmaque nobilis 
Terrarum dominos evehere ad Deos. 


1 Hunc, fi mobilium turba quiritium 
Certat tergeminis tollere honoribus, 


Shew 
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Sdew him the azure garter dangling high, 


Or ſhake the taper ſtaff before his eye, 


Say, the gold-key his pocket-holes ſhall grace; 


Promiſe the gift of gifts! Sir R-—rT's place; 
Calm, and unmov'd, the baits he ſhall behold, 
Deſpiſe the enſigns, and diſdain the gold; 

Safe in a corner, humble port he'll quaff ; 


And, whilſt he pities L at Stateſmen laugh. 


Or, try another, try a man whoſe rent, 
In ſpite of taxes, yields him ten per cent, 
Bid him all lands, all purchaſes forego, | 
And deal in South-Sea bonds.—He'll anſwer, No! 10 


1 who plows his native foil, 


And thares the landlord's pride, and tenant's toil, 


Is neither idly vain, nor humbly low, — 


| Perhaps a Juſtice, or who might be ſo; 


® Iltum. f proprio condidit horreo 
Quicqnid de Libycis verritur Areis. 

1 Gaudentem patrios findere farculo 
Agros, attalicis conditionibus | 
Nunquam dimoveas, ut Trabe Cypria 
Myrtoum pavidus navta ſecet mare. 5 

Shall 
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Shall ſuch a man be lur'd from Plenty's eaſe, 
Quit his own hearth, and launch into the ſeas ! 
No, not at Ver non's call; —let others roam; | 
He'll fight the SPANIARDS, if he muſt, at home. 


* But ſee the 3 3 ſtore; 
The winds grow mighty, and the tempeſts roar ; 
The freighted veſſel, where his treaſure lies, 
Now ſinks to Hell, now riſes. to the Skies; 
Pale and aghaſt | his thoughts, averſe to gain, 

Seek but this once the mercy of the man; 
Should bounteous Neptune waft the bark to land, 
Safe from each threatening ſtorm, each latent land 
To Trade, to Avarice, he'll bid adieu. | 

Let him but pay his creditors their due; 

That done, he'll ſeek ſome rural, calm retreat, 
No painful doubts moleſt a country-ſeat. 

So vows the Trader, whilſt immers'd in fear; 
The bark once landed, other ſcenes appear: 
All rural proſpects vaniſh from his mind; 
Again he tempts the ſeas, and truſts the wind. 

V Luftantem Icariis fluctibus Africum 


Mercator metuens, otium et oppidi 
Laudat rura ſui : mox reficit rates 


Quaſſaz, indocilis pauperiem pati. 


% 
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Why ſhould he change his ſchemes; his vows recant? 
No ſtorm ſo dreadful, as the thoughts of want. 


. 
. ate) | ATA — 
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| V Such cares moleſt not Bacchanalian hours, 
When revels in his midnight bowers; 

Or, ſtretch'd at eaſe, within the rich alcove, 
The poliſh'd temple, or the gloomy grove, 
Near ſome cool ſpring, where hermits us'd to pray, 
Whoſe borders kneeling ſaints have worn away, 

He lolls ſupine, till fumes invade his head, 
And ſneering ſervants heave their load to bed. 


= | 1 Camps, and the clarion ſounding from afar, 
| Rouze, and delight the mighty chiefs of war ; 
[ A Where Honour calls, the undaunted heroes run, 
| (Each mother trembling for her darling ſon) 
| | Arms their profeſſion, victory their aim, 
| They live with danger, or they die with fame. 
» ® Eft qui nec veteris pocula Maſſici, 

Nec partem ſohdo demere de die 


Spernit, nunc viridi membra ſub arbuto 
Stratus, nunc ad aquz lene caput ſacræ. 


1 Multos caſtra juvant, et lituo tube 
Permiſtus ſonitus, bellaque matribus 
| | | Deteſtata. ä | 
"5 8 '. - ® The 
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* The Sportſman, fearleſs of the winter's morn, 


Obeys the ſummons of his hound and horn; 


From Love, and ſweet domeſtic dalliance flies, 
To brave the inclement fury of the ſkies, 

Through dreary ſtorms, with more than eager pace, 
To drive o'er hills and plains the ſavage race. 


t While J, if haply the conſenting muſe 
Melodious ſenſe, and charming ſounds infule, 
If ſweet EuTer ys deign her aid to bring, 
And PoLyYHyMNia ſtrike the LESBIAN 3 
Far from the feeble glance of vulgar eye, 

To pleaſing ſnades, and cooling grottoes fly, 


® Manet ſub Jove frigido 
Venator, tenerz conjugis immemor, 
Seu viſa eſt Catulis cerva fidelibus, 
Seu rupit teretes Marſus aper plagas. 


2 Te doctarum Eder præmia front ium 9 
Dizs miſcent ſuperis: me gelidum nemus 
Nympharumque leves cum ſatyris chori 

Secernunt populo: ſi neque tibias | 
Eu rz cohibet, nec Pol yu YMNIA 

|  Leſboum refugit tendere Barbiton, 

| Quod fi me lyricis vatibus inſcres, 

Sublimi feriam fidera vertice. 


> This is according to Dr. Hanz's emendation, 
P Where 
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Where lovely nymphs alternately advance, 
And nimble ſatyrs join the myſtic dance; 

Be rural paſtimes, harmleſs ſports my theme, 
The ſmiling ſhepherdeſs, the limpid ſtream: 

If you, my STANnNKHoPE, who triumphant ſit, i 
"The ſhining pattern and the judge of Wit, 
(Long has the verdant ivy bloom'd around 

'Thy ſacred temples, and thy judgment crown'd, 
Fix'd tee ſupreme in Wiſdom's holy ſhrine, 
And bid the honours of the Gods be thine) 

If you ſhould place me with the immortal choir 
Of bards, that whilom ftruck the harmonious lyre, 
With heavenly rapture fir'd, ſublime PlI riſe, 
And ſnatch the radiant glories of the ſkies, 


THE 
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OME women take delight in dreſs; | 
And ſome in cards take pleaſure ; 
Whilſt others place their happineſs | 
In heaping hoards of treaſure ; 
In private ſome delight to kiſs, 
Their hidden charms unfolding ; 
But, all miſtake their ſovereign bliſs ; 
There's no ſuch joy as Scol Dix. 


The inſtant that I ope my eyes, 
Adieu all day to filence ; 
Before my neighbours they can riſe, 
They hear my tongue a mile hence: 
When at the board I take my ſeat, 

*T1s one continued riot; | 
I eat, and scoLD, and scoLD, and eat, 

My clack is ne'er at quiet. 

1 „ 
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Too fat, too lean, too hot, too cold, 4 
I ever am complaining, oy 
Too raw, too roaſt, too young, too old, 
Each gueſt at table paining : | | 
Let it be fowl, or fleſh, or fiſh, | [ 
Though of my own providing, 
I ſtill find fault with every diſh, 
Still every ſervant chiding. 


But, when to bed I go at night, 
| I ſurely fall a weeping ; 
For then TI loſe my great delight, 
How can Is cop when ſleeping? . 
But this my pain doth mitigate, 
And ſoon diſperſes ſorrow, 
Although to- night it be too late, 
I'll pay it off to-morrow. 


1 
G R BA ö 


* hail to HIM, who fits on high! 
To uin your chearful voices raiſe! 
To ni, the ruler of the ſky, 
Be glory, honour, love, and praiſe! 


Ye wiſe! ye good! in age, in youth, 
The ſong of joy, O never ceaſe! 

His words are all the words of truth ; 
And all his paths the paths of peace: 


This globe of earth, the ſea, the air, 
Were form'd by rs all-wiſe command; 
The Heavens and all their hoſts declare 
The work of an Almighty hand; 
| The 
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The rough wild ſea nis voice obeys, 


When the loud winds the waves deform ; 
He walks (how wonderous all 11s ways!) 
On the broad pinions of the ſtorm: 


When all this fair creation lay 
Involv'd in univerſal night, 

He ſpake the word, and all was day; 
He ſpake the word, and all was light: 


Hx ſees the ſecrets of the heart ; 


He ſearches all the human ſoul ; 
His ſkill directs in every part; 
His power informs the wonderous whole. 


"Twas Ee! IZHOVAH I Kinc! and Gon! 
Gave us to breathe this vital air; 


We are the children of nis nod, 


His laſt beſt work, Eis deareſt care. | 


The earth ſhall moulder into duſt, 
And Life's gay dream ſhall paſs away ; 
Rejoice, ye good! rejoice, ye juſt! 
His glory never ſhall decay | 
1 All. 


A 
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All hail! Jenovan! Kix! and Goo? 
Ve nations all, adore his name! 
Approach, approach his high abode, 
With thanks, with joy, and loud acclaim! 


*% 
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All hail to x1, who fits on high! 
To HIM your chearful voices raiſe ! 
To HIM, the ruler of the ſky, | 
Be glory! honour ! love! and praiſe! 


ODB 


* 


A IL! fair IE RN E, parent of the lyre! 
Hail! nurſe of hallow'd bards, and gentle 
ſong ! 8 
Ere guilty War yet ſpread her banners dire, 
| And frighted from the ſhore thy tuneful throng ; 


Fair were the ftreams that lav'd thy peaceful glades; 
Fair were the ſhades that trembled o'er the ſtream ; - 

Sweet were the lays that echoed through the ſhades ; 
And Land of Saints was then IX RN E'Ss name: 


s One of the names of InzLany.—This Ode was far- 
merly given to the public, as an introduction to the Univerkty 
Poems on the Royal Nuptials, printed in DuBL1N, 1761: of 


| which coll tian, allo, the following Ode was one, 


EN 


But, War unſheath'd the ſword, and purple gore 


Stain'd the fair filver of the limpid wave; 
Rude hands the venerable oaks uptore, 
And doom'd the bard to an untimely grave. 


Lo! then, IE R NE droop'd, a deſart land, 

Nor ſow'd deſpairing hinds the doubtful grain, 
Leſt others reap the labours of their hand, 

And painful ſweat bedew their brows in vain. 

, 

Nor, ſince that ruthleſs time, hath Druid ſage 
To woodland Echo taught the myſtic ſong, 
Or where old LI Ex rolls his rapid rage, 

Or SnAN NON pours his lordly tide along. 


But, now, beneath our young AucusTvus' reign, 
Reviving arts once more adorn our iſle, 
Fair Huſbandry redeems the ravag'd plain; 

And golden Czxxs learns again to ſmile; 


Now, too, the Muſes' long neglected bay, 
A tender plant! once more eſſays to riſe, 

Whoſe ſeed, not loſt entire, long latent lay, 
And fear'd the rigour of tempeſtuous ſkies. 


SW Nor 
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Nor thou, oh, gracious King! diſdainful frown 
On theſe firſt efforts, and this humble ſtrain; 
Reviving arts thy foſtering favour own ; 
Let not the Muſe be mark'd for thy diſdain. 


Oh! deign to ſmile! elſe, whither ſhall the Muſe 
Her trembling hands in ſupplication bend? 

Where hope for ſuccour, if her Grorc refuſe ? 
Scorn'd by the hero, who remains her friend ? 


Perhaps, ſome youth, whoſe yet untutor'd rhymes 
Here dawn the promiſe of immortal ſong, 


May blazon GeorGEe's deeds to future times, 
If but his ſmiles entice the Muſe along ; 


May paint the tyrant trembling at his name, 
Where'er his banners wave, or oceans roll ; 

Or ſing his fairer praiſe, his nobler fame, 
And hail the monarch of his people's ſoul. 


Rut, thou, whoſe infant Muſe, on callow wing, 
O'er-raſhly dares theſe dazzling hopes to ſoar, 
Thou, leave ſuch themes for loftier bards to ſing ; 
This danger paſt, attempt ſuch flights no more : 
| Content 


ras] 

Content to wander through the peaceful ſhade, 
When Twilight cloaths the drowſy world in grey, 

(All, but where faintly o'er the weſtern glade, 
Departing, glows the golden rear of Day) 


Content, at that ſweet, ſolitary hour, 
Along the margin of the winding ſtream, 

To woo the rural Muſes? gentle power, 
And ſing thine humble loves, unknown to Fame: 


Or if, perhaps, thy loyal ardor ſcorn 
To ſleep, nor dares the hero's praiſe diſplay ; 
CHARLOTTE thy ſofteſt numbers ſhall adorn, 
And royal beauties grace the ambitious lay. 
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THE KING*%s* NUPTIALS. 


| YOUTH, the meaneſt of the tuneful train, 
Whom, fair Applauſe,. and Emulation fir'd, 
| Amidſt the prove cſſay'd ſome *raptur'd ſtrain; 
The Muſe her artleſs votary inſpir'd ; 
To HYMENEAL themes the lyre he ſtrung, 
And thus, in myſtic verſe, the adventurous poet ſung. 


Twas on PHozNnIC14's hoarſe reſounding coaſt, 
Where fam'd OrxonTEs rolls his filver waves, 
Till in the angry deep his ſtreams are loſt, 
And o'er the ſands the exulting billow raves, 
In the firſt age, while yet the world was young, 
That Venus, queen of Love, from fruitful Ocean 
ſprung. 


His Majeſty, Gzoxcr the Third. : 
| | Fair- 


71 
Fair-rob'd Aurora, from the brightening Eaft, 
| Began her roſeate beauties to diſplay, 
Scattering refulgence from her radiant breaſt, 
And wide unbarr'd the golden gates of Day ; 
The tempeſts vaniſh on the wings of Night, 
And to the STYc1an gloom precipitate their flight. 


* 


For, raging winds long toſs'd the troubled main, 
Rent the rude rocks, and the vaſt foreſts tore; 

The World, 'till then, obey'd ſtern Winter's reign, 
Nor knew, fair Spring, thy renovating power; 
Wild beafts with frightful howlings fill'd the groves ; 
Nor yet the birds had learn'd to chant their airy loves. 


Nor yet had mortals felt the ſacred fire, 
Which beauty lights in the beholder's breaſt ; 
Strangers to gentle thoughts, and ſoft deſire, 
They wander'd o'er a chearleſs world unbleſt ; + 
Rapine, and Violence, their thoughts employ, 
And wars, deſtructive wars! infuſe a ſavage joy. 


This ſaw the awful ruler of the Gods, 
Who man, of all his creatures, favour'd maſt ; 
He bade green NzeTUxE, from his deep abodes, 
Conduct the goddeſs to PROENICIAꝰs coaſt, 

8 Where 
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Where far-fam*d Sy pon's royal ſpires ariſe, 
Shine o'er the diſtant main, and glitter in the ſkies. 


There, o'er the potent ſtate Apon1s reign'd 
(Who hath not heard of young Apo is' name?) 
The ſovereign rule, with equal hand, maintain'd ; 
Mighty in power, and great in virtuous fame : 
For SYDoxn, then, for arts and arms renown'd, 
As BaITAIx, now, the ſea's undoubted queen 


was crown'd. 


In Ocean's dreadful caves the palace ſtands 
OfNxyruxx, brighton rocks ofdiamondrear'd, 
Where the fierce floods receive their king's com- 
mands, 
There fits the god, by furious tempeſts fear'd ; 
A filver light the glittering dome diſplays, 
And through the mighty gates ſtream forth a hundred 
ſeas. 


Thence, o'er the unbounded deep his word he ſends; 
The azure Naiads to his court repair; 
Each wat'ry deity his will attends, 
To grace the bright proceſſion all prepare; 
At 
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At length, advanc'd the daughter of the main, 
The Cyprian power, amidſt her fair attending train. 


Mean- time, exalted in the pureſt ſky, 
„ The Thunderer aſcends his ſapphire throne; 
= He gives the ſign, the clouds in ſunder fly; 
Confeſt to mortal ſight, the Immortal ſhone ; 
The eagle at his feet, and in his hand 
His dreadful arms he graſp'd, the thunder's forked 
brand, | 


Sent from his preſence, ſwift as ſtreaming light, 
The feather'd ſan of lovely Ma1a ſprings; 
Shoots from the Heaven's unmeaſurable height ; 
And wide through air a blaze of glory flings : 
* Attend, ye Gods ;* (he * thou Earth re- 
ceive 


* Venus, Love's gracious power, bent from 
the wave.“ 


Bright, on a ſilver car, appear'd the queen; 
In ſilken harneſs flew her ſwans and doves; 


The naked Graces by her ſide were ſeen; 
Behind her ſtood the — and bluſhing Loves: 
Hear en, 


—ͤ—ũ—h—ĩ— 24 OO I SS. 


— — — 9223 
— — —ä— ”l . — — — — — 
* — 


— 


” — rw — 
2 2 __ 
vs 9 
* * 
T 


L120 
Heaven, as ſhe came, a purer blue aſſum'd, 
The flowery Spring was born, and Nature fairer 
bloom'd. 


Even the ſtern god of Fury, and of War, 
Maxs, from the ſnowy hills of ſavage TH RACE, 
Dropp'd, for a while, his formidable ſpear, 
And wiſh'd that ſtrife and mortal hate might 
ceaſe; | 
Till then, his dreadful arm confuſion hurl'd 
Wide o'er the nations round, and laid all waſte the 
world. 


While, thus, the radiant pomp illumes the ſea, 
Aloft in air the God of Verſe and Light 
Appear'd ; he laſh'd the fiery ſteeds of Day ; 
They foam'd, and ſpread their ſparkling wings 
for flight : 


Through breaking clouds they fly with heavenly 


force, 


Swift rolls the golden car, and kindles in the 


courſe. 


Higk 
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High in the air, that brighten'd as he 8 4, 
He held the lyre, and ſtruck the vocal ſtrings 3 
From Heaven, and Earth, the god attention drew; 
And, thus, the Nur rial Ops prophetic ſings ;. 
All Nature heard the ſound ; the roaring Main, 
With all its waves, were ſtill'd by that celeſtial ſtraim 


Thrice happy Sv Do! let thy ſons rejoice ? 
O mighty king, the immortal fair receive; 
Lo! Heaven, and all its gods, approve the choice; 
_ © Behold, what glories gild the diſtant wave: 
Let all the earth her duteous tribute pay 
© Let all the hoary deep his ſovereign queen obey, 


Never ſhall mortal thy renown exceed, 
Till in a weſtern iſle, as yet unknown, 
< A Georcs ſhall to a GeorGe's crown ſucceed, 


And place a CHarLoTTE on his envy'd. 
throne ; 


With THEM. no future lovers ſhall compare 3. 
HE like Aponis bleſt, SHE more. than Venus 


fair,” 


* 


R | Now, 
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Now, on the crowded ſhore the goddeſs lands; 
Apon1s there receiv'd the beauteous bride; 
Old Ocean joins the ardent lovers' hands, 
And their fond hearts in chains eternal ty'd ; 
Back to his Sy Don's walls he led the fair; 
Night ruſhes from the deep, and ſhades the earth 


and air. 


To bleſs this union all the gods combin'd, 
And each the HYMENEAL preſents made: 
Bacchus, the fabled conqueror of Ind', 
Low at their feet the ſpoils of As 14 laid; 
Imperial power the queen of Heaven beſtow'd; 


And righteous rule conferr'd the eloud-compelling 
| God. | 


Wiſdom the blue-ey'd power of ArHENs gave; 
Hugs rich Eloquence and Commerce 
brought; | 

NzyTunNE, the empire of the boundleſs wave; 

Muſic, and ſacred ſong, Arol Lo taught: 
Thus great, thus happy, young Apox1s reign'd, 
When Beauty's charming queen, the queen of Love 
| he gain'd. 
| ON 
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MISS M. axp MISS H. HERRING. 
Facies non una, duobus; 


Nec diverſa tamen; qualis decet eſſe Sororum. 
| | | Ov 


F one, who to another owes 
His friendſhip, love and care, 
Durſt leave the common path of proſe, - 
And ſing a foreign fair, | 


The lovely StsTzRs ſoon would claim 

The Muſes' willing lay; | 

F or, who could boaſt a ſweeter thamel 
What theme more charms diſplay ! 


Then, Hymen, let me not infringe 
Thy ever-ſacred laws, | 
If, with the Maſe, I harmleſs range 
Awhile in Beauty's cauſe, 
MF My 
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My heart is but to one conſign'd ; 
And conſtant will I prove: 
But Friendſhip, ſure, is unconfin'd ; 
And all is free but Love! 


For MoLLy, firſt, I ſwell the reed, 
With each bright charm array'd ; 
While half as many hearts ſtill bleed, 

As eyes ſurvey the maid : 


Yet, as not conſcious of her charms, 
Though by ten thouſand told, 

Whilſt, like the Sun, her beauty warms, 
She, like the Snow, is cold. | 


'The healthy bloom of roſy Morn 
Upon her cheek is ſeen; 


And, more, their favourite to adorn, 
Each Grace bedecks her mien: 


Ah! let their fond endeavours ceaſe, | 
They act too vain a part 
Perfection, of itſelf, muſt pleaſe, 
And muſt contemn all art. 
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Let libertines and coxcombs pay 
Their adoration round ; 

From fair to fair ill let them ſtray, 
And only deal in ſound; 


But, men of ſenſe ſhall ever join 
Their homage, as thy due; 
And, Mol LY, at Love's awful ſhrine 
Admire its power in YOU. 


Yet, think not, dear, engaging fair, 
That you unrivall'd reign ; 
AxoTHER boaſts of charms as rare, 


And ſhares with you the plain: 


For, long as Mol L x's beauties bloom, 
And bards extol her fame; 

Shall lovely Hazzior ſtill aſſume 
An ever-equal claim. 


Grand as the ſwan that ſwims the THAMES, 
We ſee ſweet HarRioT move; 


White like the ſwan, cold as thoſe areams, | 


Her breaſt recoils from Love; 
| 2 
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So have 1 heard the ſwains repine, 
With many hopeleſs fighs, 5 
Alike the beauteous 8181 ERS ſhine; 
Alike HEY Love deſpiſe. 


Amidf the pleaſant hills and dales, 
Of Surrey's fruitful coaſt, 

Where Crorpon!s ſpire o'erlooks the * 
The Muſes value moſt, 


Theſe peerleſs buds of Nature bloom, 
Her lovelieſt work and pride; 

Ah! what could grace the drawing-room, 
Why muſt the country hide! 27 


Yet, what are all the charms I ſing ! 
Ho helpleſs is their aid! 
We know, the flowers that deck the ſpring, 
Muſt in the winter fade! 


But, as the wood is ſeen more clear, 
When all the leaves are gone, 

Their ſolid charms ſhall moſt appear, 
When thoſe of youth are flown. 


When 


. 
When Mol L v's beauties we ſurvey, 
And HARRIO T's graceful mien, 


What was the mother in her day, 
Is by the daughters ſeen: 


And, in the mother we may view, 
When youth can pleaſe no more, 

That Time will feed on charms— tis true, 
vet ſtill will add a ſtore. 


ER U- 


„ 


PERUVIAN LETT ERS 
„ 
INSCRIBED TO MISS BOYLE. 


Elcome, thrice welcome, thou returning light, 

To calm the terrors of the reſtleſs night! 
From whence thoſe paſling fires, and wakeful noiſe 
Of rolling huts, thoſe fear-inſpiring cries ? 
Do they in Pax Is midnight revels keep, 
Whoſe rites deprive the ſtanger's ſoul of ſleep ? 
Arriving late, deſponding, and diſmay'd, 
I ſought ſome place to reſt my raging head: 
In vain my pallet promiſes repoſe ; | 
The nightly tumult all that hope o'erthrows : 
Even all the live-long night, I trembling lay, 
In expectation of the coming day; 


From Z11.14, a virgin educated in the temple of the Sun, 


to Aza, prince and high-prieſt of PER u, at the time of the 
SPANISH Invaſion, f 


Anxious 


S | 
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Anxious I wait for what the Fates intend, 
Or when my life, or when my woes, fhall end; 
No beam of hope breaks in, but, thro' the whole, 
| Darkneſs and doubt o'erwhelm my troubled ſoul ; 
No news of thee, no Az A comes to bleſs 
His Zr a's eyes ſtill ſwimming in diſtreſs. | 
But, now, alas! I feel myſelf undone ; 
For, now, I weep, my Quipos almoſt gone; 
That lov'd amuſement, where my ſoul employed 
A correſpondence which my love enjoy d; 
My hopes were flatter d by the dear deceit; 
My heart in plaintive cadence ceas'd to beat: 
Deluſive Fancy! the illuſion flies; 
And horrid truth appalls my opening eyes. 
My firſt intention was, that, if once more 
Fate ſhould hereafter my dear lord reſtore, 
To bleſs his Z1L IA on her native ſhore, 
Theſe knots might aid my memory, to trace 
The various cuſtoms of this ſavage race: 
If I, at preſent, ſuch obſtructions find, 
To regulate the ideas of my mind; 
How ſhall I, then, without aſſiſtance left, 

And of my Quipos' wonted knots bereft ? 
” 8 
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Tis true, theſe ſavages employ an art, | 
To tell the eyes the meaning of the heart: 
On a thin ſubſtance, beautifully white, 
The tracing feather pictures to the ſight 
The ſenſe reveal'd : but, can my ſimple brain 
This wonderous art, this knowlege e'er obtain? 
*Tis Love muſt aid me, the attempt to make ; 
"Tis Love muſt guide me, for my Aza's ſake. 
But, while the remnant of theſe threads afford 
A correſpondence with my abſent lord, 


'Theſe threads ſhall tell the wonders that I ſee, 


And paint the affeQtion, of my ſoul for thee. 

The gentle Cazique, ſtudious to deviſe 
New various means to dry my ſtreaming eyes, 
Led me, reluctant, to a {ſpacious room, 

Whoſe numerous lights forbad the nightly gloom ; 
Here wealth, magnificence, and ſplendor vie 
With art, and order, to attract the eye: 

High on the wall, in various colours wove, 

The enliven'd figures ſeem almoſt to move ; 
Thoſe gloſly plains, that human art has taught 
To double objects, wonderfully wrought, 

In golden frames, deceive the dazzled fight, 

By the reflection of the oppoſing light; 


Large 
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Large gilded ſtands their marble coverings bore ; 
And vary'd carpets form'd the enamell'd floor. 
But, now, a crowd of ſavages appear, 
Whoſe urgent jargon ſtrike my tortur'd ear: 
Here black Curacas *, ſprucely dreſs'd, behold, 
And ſumptuous Anquis t, plated o'er with gold: 
With vaſt magnificence the women ſhone, 
In borrow'd charms, and beauty not their own; 
For, would'ſ thou think it? here, the power of Art, 
Not Nature's gift, muſt reach the lover's heart; 
The bruſh, and paint, and waſhes have ſupply'd 
The want of charms, that Nature has deny'd ; | 
To the beſt artiſts men their homage pay; 
And fich for charms, that bloom but for a day. 


Scarce was I enter'd, when the motley throng 
Reſpectful view'd me, as I paſs'd along; 
Each lowly bow'd, or dropp'd the bended knee, 
And paid me homage, only due to thee : 
With ſtrange, ill-manner'd ſcrutiny they gaze; 
And ſeem to wonder, but yet ſeem to praiſe. 


Petty ſovereigns of counties, 
I Princes of the blood-royal of Px Rv. 
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While, thus expos'd, and compaſs'd round, I ſtood, 
My cheeks confeſs'd' the ſname- attracted blood; 
Moſt hateful this! But now, as if inſpir'd 

With the ſame thought, they all at once retir'd : 
To cards! to cards! a female favage cries; 

To cards! the aſſenting eroud with joy replies. 
Now, round the table's green expanſe they croud ; 
Now, burſt in clamours, ſudden, wild, and loud. 
The Cazique pointed to my wondering view, 
Small, ſquare, thin leaves, array'd in milk-white hue, 

On one fide this; on the reverſe appears 

Large deep-ſtain'd ſpots, and myſtic characters; 

Theſe are the miniſters that Fortune gives; 

With theſe, her miſſed votaries deceives; * 

*Tis from their aſpect each his fate attends ; 

On theſe their ſhort-liv'd happinefs depends, 

Or laſting miſery ; and the ſhining ore 

That decks the board, muſt yield to Fortune's power: 

Precarious chance! Now each his foul betrays ; 

And various fortunes various paſſions raiſe : 

Here, Indignation eyes his parting hoard, 

While calm Contentment ſweeps the ſhining board; 

Here, the pale wretch, to deſperation driven, 

Gnaſles his teeth, and ſeems to rail at Heaven: 
The 
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The females, too, perform their different parts, 
While their eyes tell the emotion of their hearts 
Now, for a moment, bright, ſerene, and clear; 
Then, on a ſudden, clouded with deſpair; 
The unſucceſsful, and ſucceſsful card, 
Alternate kiſs'd, and torn, as a reward 
Of Fortune's caprice. Whence this thirſt of gain ? 
"Twas hell-ordain'd for human nature's bane : 
How vaſt a difference 'twixt thy Z1Liza's ſoul, 
And theſe, whom Wealth, and Want, alone controul. 
For thee, dear Aza, ſpring my care and grief pF 
From thee, I hope for comfort and relief ; 
From pride, from avarice, from ambition free, 
I only aſk for Liberty, and thee. | 
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. 
A* ! wretched maid! thoſe heart-feltſighs forbear ! 
Why trickles thus the unavailing tear ? 

Too well, I know, theſe fighs muſt riſe in vain 

Too true, theſe tears unpity'd muſt complain: 

Oh! could my ſoul, endu'd with proper pride, 

Its love, its grief, its indignation hide ! 

But burſt it will; my patience can no more: 

But, to what friend? whoſe aid can I implore! 
My brain's diſturb'd ; alas! alas! I rave; 

What can I do? a poor forſaken flave ! 

Like birds, that ſpend their little idle rage, 

And, fruitleſs, mourn, indignant of their cage, 
From thought to thought my fluttering ſpirits rove, 
Betray'd to bondage, and ah! loſt to love. 

Why did the haſty meſſenger return 
With ſuch diſpatch, for hapleſs me to mourn ? 
Curs'd be the wretch that brought the tidings here, 
Whoſe blaſting tale, like thunder, ſought my ear; 
Curs'd be the day, when I was doom'd to ſee 
My huſband's heart eftrang'd from widow'd me; 

| _ Cured 


| Cele. © 
Curs'd be that face, whoſe more perſuaſive charms 
Have lur'd the faithleſs Aza to her arms, 


Can'ſt thou preſume, unpuniſh'd, to begin "1 
Thy new belief with ſuch a flagrant ſin? | 
Can'ſt thou, with all thy crimes upon thy head, 
Approach the new-ſought ſhrine without a dread ? 

Can Chriſtian gods of perjur'd vows approve ? 
Can vows, once perjur'd, charm a maid to love? 
The ſpecious ſophiſtry of prieſts have drawn 
Thy wavering heart from me, and from the Sun: 
Their barren promiſes ſuch hopes have given 
Of preſent freedom, and a fature Heaven ; 
If to their notions, willing, you ſubſcribe, , 
Thy ſoul is dazzled with the mighty bribe. 
Firſt, by theſe methods, you abjure your throne ; 
Can'ſt thou be free, when royalty is gone? 
PeruUvIa's realms, where thou wert once ador'd, 
Muſt yield obedience to a foreign lord: | 
Go, boaſt your freedom, fooliſh man! but, ſtill, 

| You breathe dependant on your tyrant's will. 
Can'ſ thou, unconſcious of a bluſh, behold 
The SrAaNIAR D ſhine in thy once- ſubject gold? 


Or, 
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Or, from his hands contentedly receive 
The ſcanty portion which he deigns to give? 
Then, for thoſe ſcenes that crafty prieſts deviſe, 


The leaſt reflection ſhames the thin diſguiſe : | 


Not thy hereafter, but their own applauſe 


For thy converſion, is the real cauſe ; 


In thee, reform'd, their excellence is ſhewn ; 
They grant thee merit, to enhance their own. 
Has gracious Providence its power confign'd 
To theſe pale wretches, over human-kind ? 
Who can believe, that men, of mortal mould, 
Can grant, refuſe, or barter Heaven for gold ? 
Theſe will abſolve you from your ſacred vow, 
That once you ſwore, but, oh! abjur'd it now ; 
They'll call it Virtue, Piety, to break 

A Pagan vow for their religion's ſake : 

Nor will ſuffice this circumſtance alone; 
A Chriſtian wife confirms you all their own. 


The warrmg paſſions in my breaſt confound 
My weaken'd.reaſon, and my brain turns round. 
Hold, let me think, 4s't not exceeding ſtrange, 

To ſee how prone we mortals are to change? 
Mb”; A Chiiſtian, 
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A Chriſtian, too; but let me not upbraid 
The brighter beauties of that happier maid ; 
She from perdition can relieve your ſoul : 
Yet, who'll deny but Perjury 1s foul ? 


— 


Forgive me, Sir, the mighty conflict's paſt; 
And rage ſubſides within my plaintive breaſt. 
Art thou inconſtant? are we doom'd to part? 
Am I an outcaft alien from your heart ? 
Am I, for ever, oh! heart-breaking word! 
For ever torn from my remorſeleſs lord? 
Does not one ſpark of charity remain? 
> Shall I ne'er ſee that much-lov'd face again? 
Oh!] could'ſt thou gueſs what agonizing ſmart 
Even now torments my love- afflicted heart, 
Thy generous ſoul would ſympathize with mine, 
And all my horrors be adopted thine. 
How we have lov'd, the almighty powers can prove, 
Who once beheld us bleſs'd with mutual love. 
Doſt thou remember on the ſacred floor, YL 
When on your knees eternal love you ſwore ? 
My tender heart-an equal ardour knew, 
Receiv'd your vows, and, ah! believ'd them true: 
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Did I not burn, with a ſincerer flame, 
Than e'er can warm your favourite Sp an1sH dame? 
Even now, my mind, contemplating your charms, * 
Doats on the man, who fills another's arms. 
Of this no more: and, as my fatal lot 
Is caſt to mourn, neglected and forgot, 
I only aſk the tribute of a tear, 
When Death ſhall free me from my ſad deſpair : 
When a deſponding wreich you chance to ſee, 
Rous'd by that ſcene, beſtow a thought on me. 


May'ſt thou, moſt happy, with my rival live 
In all the bliſs propitious Heaven can give; 
May both with pleaſure tread this mortal ſtage, 
And drop together in a calm old age; 

May bleſſed angels waft your ſouls to bliſ:, 

In ſome new world, on your releaſe from this; 
Be all your errors in the grave fergiven; 

And all your virtues riſe with you to Heaven. 
Now hold, my heart—Adieu ! thou dear-lov'd lord! 
How my hand trembles at that fatal word! 
Conceive the poignant horror that I feel; 

I faint !—]I die !—Eternally farewell! 
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S K 
ABSENT LOVER's REQUEST. 


Hough with my rival you in Perſon be, 
Yet, let thy Thoughts be all employ'd on uE: 

Let ME, alone, be all thy ſoul's delight; 
Thy wiſh by day, and all thy dreams by night: 
Let all thy thoughts, thy hopes, thy longings move 
With conſtant tendence to the youth you love; 
And, let thy very ſoul be only mine, 
As all my heart and mind is only THINE.. 


T 2 VENUS 


_VENUS ON EARTH. 


HAT is Beauty !—"Tis a flower, 

Blown and blaſted in an hour: 
"Tis a meteor paſſing bright, 
Soon, alas! to ſet in Night; 
Mixing with ſurrounding ſhades, 
Lovely viſion, how it fades !— 
When, burſting from a golden cloud, 
Thus a voice as thunder loud 
Falſe to what Earth and Heaven adore, 
Beauty, raſh youth, is ſomething more; 
Faireft daughter of the ſkies, 
She rules the great, the brave, the wiſe: 
Lo! where, once ſtain'd with native blood! 
Old SHannox rolls his monarch flood, 
In Nature's richeſt colouring dreſt 
She ſhines, a Deity confeſt, 
Bright as ſhe ſprung from Ocean's breaſt ! | 
Mark, where her careleſs ſteps ſhe bends, 
The light-wing's train of Joy attends, 

| The 
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The Loves their ready homage pay, 


'The Smiles and Graces round her play! 


Go—behold the radiant form, 

Lovely, animated, warm 

Yet, leſt the pure ethereal light, 

Should prove too ſtrong for human fight, 
Pleas'd ſhe conceals her heavenly birth, 


And BLOOMFIELD is her name on earth. 


THE 


EAR object of my tendereſt care, 
Where all my hopes and wiſhes meet, 
For whom my heart ſhall burn ſincere, 
Till its true pulſe forget to beat; 


By Nature bleſs'd with every grace 

Of power, the enamour'd foul to chain; 
You taſk your ſervant's ſxill to trace 

The means your empire to retain: 


.O'er all reſerve your wiſh prevails — 

Then, what Truth ſpeaks, attentive hear, 
Tho? far unlike the ſoothing tales, 

Which Flattery pours in Beauty's ear. 


\ 


wary — 
It is not Beauty's brighteſt blaze 


Can long ſupport the tendet flame z 
Too ſoon the meteor fire decays, 


And Foily mourns her vaniſh'd dream. 


Nor lively Satire's pointed dart, 
Can e'er attain the wiſh'd-for end; 
Too deep her poiſon wounds the heart, 
To hold the lover, or the friend. 


Nor light Coquetry's practis'd airs, 
That, flying, ſeeks to be purſu'd ; 

Nor ſtarch Reſerve's affected fears, 
That maſk the wiſhes of the prade ; 


Nor Learning's oſtentatious pride; | 
Nor ſolemn Wiidom's clouded brow ; = 

Nor Birth, nor Wealth's unfailing tide, 
Can bind ſecure the Lover's vow. \ 


Where lies the Magic, then, (you cry) 
« Dear CELADON, inſtruct me where?“ 


| Your own unconſcious boſom try 


The fecret Charm is written there. 


The 


The Chearfulneſs, whoſe ſteady ray 
On every object throws a grace; 
The Temper like a ſummer ſea, 
When not a Zephyr curls its face ; 


* f | 
The modeſt, unaſſuming Senſe ; 
The gentle Manners ; native Eaſe ; 


The Wit, that never gives offence; 
The unaffected Wiſh to pleaſe ; | . 


Theſe, theſe ſhall keep alive Deſire, 
Even in the wanter of Fourſcore, 
When Granv's eyes ſhall loſe their fire, 
And TuTaiLL's * beauty charm no more. 


» 
U 
vet 
8 
[ 1 » 
#1 
14 
1 
= 
[ 
=_ 


— 


— — 111 — — — — — 


Hence learn the CHARM, ye fair and gay. 
That moſt imports or maid or wife :— 
The reft may triumph for a day, 

Tur WisH TO PLEASE, will pleaſe for Life. 
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LINNET AND GOLDFINCH: 


ADDRESSED TO 


JAMES DIGGES LATOUCHE, Ex. 


HAT Man is made by Nature free, 

The tyrant grants, and ſlaves agree; y 
Vet few aſſert the mighty claim, | 
Man, born in glory, lives in ſhame; 
For moſt, like Isa A c's haſty boy, 
Exchange their bleſſing for a toy, 
To fancy'd wants their birth- right give, 
And living, loſe the cauſe to live. 0 


The light of Reaſon ſcarce we claim, 
When Cuſtom clouds the infant beam: 
Man's tutor is the general voice, 
And leaves no room to Reaſon's choice; 
U For 


rr 
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For each opinion we embrace, 
Is accident of time and place. 


Next Paſſion rules with ſcepter'd ſway, 


And each, by turns, commands its day 
Like Paagron, they drive the team, 


And waſte the world of man in flame : 
Hope's gay Elyſium here diſplays 

Viſions of Joy, and ſhades of Eaſe; 
There Grief caſts down her tear-worn eyes, 


Strikes her ſad breaſt, and ſwells with ſighs; 
Here Fame with generous ardour fills, 


There Pleaſure, as ſne kiſſes, kills: 
Here burns Revenge, there Anger glows, 
Here Pity weeps for others woes, 


And Love, that wins ober- every breaſt, 
Appears in liveries of the reſt. 


Thus his own tyrant Man firſt reigns, 
And fits himſelf for foreign chains. 


Is there a clime, where ſocial life 


Feels not the wounds of public ſtrife ? 


The firſt attack by ſap's begun, 
A breach once made, our rights are won; 
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The men awake, they ope their eyes, 
And know the angel, as ſhe flies; 

For Freedom, as for Friends, we moan; 
Till loſt, their worth is rarely known. 


Order and Peace, harmonious train, 
Attends Subordination's chain, 

Quiet and Strength we trace from this, 

And form the ſcale of common bliſs ; 

Yet links, which place and honours crown, 

Cruth their inferior brethren down ; 

For Power, like ſome unfriendly ſhade, 

Kills the weak plant that eourts its aid. | 


Amidſt theſe ills, weak, groveling Man 
Boaſts himſelf Lord of Nature's plan; 
He boaſts of Reaſon's heavenly light, 


He boaſts—and gives up Reaſon's right. 
The Spendthrift vaunts in idle prate 


The rent-roll of his loſt eſtate, 
With abject pride in bondage ſwells, 
And plays his chains, as beaſts their bells. 


U2 


But 
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But theſe are morals long firice ſtale, 
And ſerve, to introduce a tale. 


A Gol Dix ck, taken in the ſnare, 
Relenting Fate made CL Ox's care; 
His ſtreaky plumes, his native lays, 
Engag'd her love, and love her praiſe. 
Around him blooms of various hues 
Laviſh'd the fragrance of their dews ; 
The cryſtal ſtream's tranſparent face 
Received new brightneſs from his vaſe ; 
What Pomp could give, his CHLoE gave; 
'Thus oft a palace holds a flave. | 


But now the fickly Summer burns, 
The River-gods forſake their urns ; 
The languid Flowerets loſe their paint; 
And parent Nature ſeems to faint. 
Then Ca. os ſought the panting breeze, 
Where mix the boughs of crowding trees, 
Where the fork'd beam in vain aſſails, 
And Freſhneſs breathes in lively gales ; 
Hither the nymph her charge convey'd, 
To taſte the cool refreſhing ſhade ; 
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Extatic pleaſure wells his veins, 
He pours to Heaven his loudeſt ſtrains, 


While ſportive echoes wake around, 
And undulate a kindred ſound. 


On ſome near branch a LI x NET ſtood, | 

A warbler of the neighbouring wood, W | 

Who ne'er debas'd his woodland ſong I 

To mix with Flattery's venal throng; ; | 

No lawleſs whim could bound his flight, | | 

He own'd no rule but that of right. mi 

Now reach'd his ear the tuneful ſound, 

That joy'd the woody ſcenes around; 

Raviſh'd he hears, then fpeeds his wing 

To find this favourite ſon of Spring: 

Not long he ſoar'd in curious flight, 

Before the Gol Dbrixch met his ſight; 
Firſt moves his pity, then his rage, 

He ſees a brother, ſees a cage; 

Silent ſome time he trod the ſpray, 

At length thus burſt his generous lay: 


Say thou, whoſe melting notes proclaim 
At once thy praiſes, and thy ſhame, 
| While 
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While round thee broods the captive's woe, 
Should the loud hymns of Rapture flow ? 
Say, can'ſt thou drag the ſervile chain, 
And feel no ſting of mental pain? 
From thee the generous ardour's fled, 
Each inborn virtue hangs her head; 
Know this, that Freedom is Life's breath, 
Who lives a Slave, he lives a Death. 


See! how unbounded I can rove, 
From hill to plain, from field to grove ; 
For me the Floweret ſhoots in bloom, 
Varies its hues, and breathes perfume ; 
For me thro? vales the rivulets ſtray, 
And curl their ſtreams in wanton play; 
The tree for me its boughs diſplays, 

A welcome ſkreen from mid-day blaze; 
And Freedom tunes my grateful ſong, 


She grants me all——but power of wrong. 


Honour and Love my hours employ, 
That ſpurs to danger, this to joy, 
As Juſtice leads, and Reaſon guides, 
The different call my life divides : - 
ut 
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But tyrant's luſts chy joys controul, 
Fetter thy reaſon, damp thy ſoul; 
Unknown to thee Earth's beauties paſs, 
The golden corn, the carpet graſs; 
Thy ſong ne'er baniſh'd gloomy night, 
Nor thank'd the Sun for warming light; 
On thee thy country calls in vain, 

A ſlave declines the embattled plain, 
Bis cloud of woe is on him burſt, 

Fates, do your ſpite : he knows the wort. 
Oh! rouze to Virtue, hear my call, 
Live free, or with thy freedom fall ; 
Awake thy ſoul, thy ſhackles fpurn, 
To Liberty, or Duſt, return. 


Too weak thy plea, the Gol Drix cn cries, 

Falſe, as thy joys in freer ſkies ; 

No outward forms of life can grace 

Its varied ſcenes with real peace, 

The ſofteſt teints of bliſs we find, 

Are pencill'd by the eaſy mind; 

Then ceaſe to call me child of woe, 

For Self-perſuaſion anſwers, No. 
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In trains I ſee around thy head, 
What daily horror dangers ſpread 3 | 
For thee the patient fowlers ſet 
The viſcous branch, the meſhy net; 
Thy young each wandering boy invades, 
And mocks the fence of thorny ſhades, 
Thy tender joys he makes his prize, 
Nor heeds thy hovering wings and cries. 
When Winter ſends her ſtorms around, 
And rains and froſt deform the ground, 
How child each vein! how drips each plume! 
While Famine threats her lingering doom: 
But I defy the driving ſnows ; 55 
Around me Spring eternal blows; 
In vain the ſtorm attempts my reſt, 
Secure I ſleep in CHTOE's breaſt, 
Neſtling in ſweets I there can lie, 
Where thouſands, thouſands wiſh to die. 


Me ſhould the voice of Freedom move, | 
Freedom, that boaſted power to rove ? 
Inconſtant minds inclin'd to range, 
On this pretence indulge in change, 

Re, | Vary 
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Vary their courſe, as Fancy ſtrays, 
And whirl, like chaff, in eddy maze. 
What, ſhall I quit my eaſy chain, 
And forfeit CyLoe's ſmiles for pain? 
Deluder, hence, I ſee your ſnare, 
And hate you libertines of air. 


Too 3 alas! has Pleaſure's bowl, 
Reply'd the LinnerT, drench'd thy foul ; : 
Thy thoughts in languid motions creep, 

And give each ſenſe to lazy Sleep, 
While Virtue, Country, and Renown 
Lie buried in luxurious down. 


Say, haſt thou e'er revolv'd in mind 
'The ends peculiar to thy kind ? | 
Why theſe thy wings? Are theſe to lie 
Unfurl'd, and ftrangers to the ſky ? 
Should theſe endure the pain of wounds, 
And feel the dungeon's iron bounds ? 
Better had'ſt thou have crawld thy ways 
A blind inhabitant of clay, 


* | Why 
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Why this thy voice ? To wake the wood, 
And ſpur thy kind to public good; 

Not tun'd to chaunt a tyrant's praiſe, 
And ſooth his pamper'd hours to eaſe. 
For ſhame! Does pain alarm thy breaſt ? 
Pain Yives to life a pleafin g zeſt ; 
For endleſs ſcenes of conſtant joy, 

Fill the lull'd ſoul, and filling, cloy. 
And when fair Liberty's the prize, 

The hero pain or death defies. 


No fickle paſſion Freedom gives, | 

Where Freedom reigns, there Reaſon lives, a Uo 

She ſcorns wild Fancy's clamorous din, 

And owns the living law within; 

Freedom and conſcience are the ſame, 

And are diftinguiſh'd but by name: 

Why then——but now the captive's fair 

In haſte reſum'd her little care, 

The ſlave reſpectful homage paid, | 

And with his chirrup hail'd the maid ; E - 
The 


ts 
The Li NN EH breath'd a pitying ſigh, 
Chid with a look, then wing' d the ſky. 


Thus, ſtudious of the public weal, 
The patriot burns with honeſt zeal, 
His honey'd truths awake the throug, | 
And ſweet Perſuaſion gilds his tongue: 
Who but approves the manly cauſe, 
Glory invites——but Danger awes. 


O Thou, to whom the Muſe would pay 
The offering of a friendly lay, | 
Receive that praiſe thy country owes, 

That praiſe, which from thy virtue flows; 
For, while employ'd in Freedom's cauſe, 
Succeſs may fail thee, not applauſe. 


Waen ſculptur'd braſs ſhall mix with duſt, 
And mouldering falls the laurelPd buſt, 
When grateful poets? toils ſhall fail, 
Shrouded in dark Oblivion's vel, 
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Borne on the wings of Time, thy name 
Unhurt ſhall ſoar, and gather fame : 
'Thy patriot worth above all art, 
Shall live, engraven on the heart *. 


In the year 1749, during the adminiſtration of WII RIAN, 
Earl of HARRINGTON, Mr. LaTovcasx, to whom this 
little piece is addreſſed, offered himſelf, in conjunction with 
Dr. Lucas, candidate for the city of DunBLIN, and was ac- 
cordingly duly elected, by a conſiderable majority of the ci- 
tizens, to repreſent them in parliament, But a party ſoon after 
prevailing againſt him in the Houſe, he was deprived of his 
ſeat, The Doctor could not ſtand the election; he had made 
himſelf obnoxious to government by his writings, which was 
the aſtenſible cauſe of his baniſhment ſome time before. 


THE 
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REMONSTRANCE. 


To three young LADIES, who declared them- 
ſelves dying, and inſiſted upon ſome verſes to 
their memory. ow. 


OR God's ſake, dear Laprzs, how ean you 
| impoſe 
A taſk of this nature on me? 
*Tis clear, paſt a doubt, and what every one knows, 
I hold not the Mules in fee. 


I have courted them ſometimes, tis true, but in vain, 
They ne'er would indulge my requeſt ; 
They mock'd my addreſſes ; derided my pain ; 
And turn'd all my prayers to a jeſt. 
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The ſubje& too, truly ! ſuppoſing you dead, 
An Elegy I muſt indite! 


The town would all ſwear, I was turn'd in my head; 
The town, at leaſt, once would be right. 


But grant me diſpos'd with your wiſh to agree, 

I deal not in fiction nor art; 
How then ſhould I furniſh deſcription for three, 
Where each is ſupreme in deſert ? 


Of Goddeſſes, Graces, and many ſuch more 
: Trite fancies, twere eaſy to ſpeak ; 
And roſes, and lillies, and dimples, good ſtore, , 
And Cupids bedecking each cheek. 


The ſex, tho' I ſtripp'd, as moſt Sonnetteers do, 
And all in your perſons combin'd; 

Tho! I, and ſome others, might feel it full true, 
Yet you would continue ſtill blind. 


Admit now, ſweet Nancy's* perfections I hw, 
What more could for Fanny ft be writ? 

And JENNY 5, thy praiſes muſt die on my 2 
Unleſs I could borrow thy wit. 


{ -* Miſs Ann Powzn TRENCH, 1 Mifs NucznT. 
| $ Miſs PowWEM TaENCR. 


Mongſt 
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'Mongf brothers, and beauties, AAecdon i 15 rare, 
All ages and nations atteſt ; 


But Concord and Friendſhip, this let me declare, 
Here mutually * in each breaſt. 


Long, bleſſing and bled then, O! ni you furvive - 

Still greater enjoyments to prove; 
New pleaſures from yours, my fond heart ſhall derive, 
Then take me a Fourth in your love. ; 
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THE 
SHEPHERD's MORAL. 
6 : 7" | 


PASTORAL BALLAD. 
BY A YOUNG GENTLEMAN OF FIFTEEN, 


HE ſky was clear; the air was till; 
The Sun had gilt the Eaſtern hill; 
The filver dews impearl'd the ground; 
And Nature breath'd her fragrance round ; 
The wild muſicians of the grove 
Attun' d their little ſouls to love; 
And every throat, from every ſpray, 
With rapture hail'd the riſing day: 
When WII I, with fadly-penfive tread, 
As up the hill his flock he led, 
Saw Sus advancing, with her pail ; 
And flew to meet her on the vale : | 
I Long 
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Long had the youth in ſecret mourn'd ; 
Nor told the flame with which he burn'd : 
Occaſion call'd ; he bleſs'd the day; 55 
And thus began the rural lay: 


Obſerve, my fair-one, all around, 
What beauties deck the painted ground ; 
How ſweet a ſmell the bloſſoms yield ; 
How rich a verdure clothes the field ; 
The ſkies how clear; how ſoft the breeze, 
That, panting, dies upon the trees; 
How mild the morn's ambroſial ray; 


How lovely all the bloom of Mar. 


Up yon green hill, whoſe wood-crown'd brow 
Hangs o'er the ſtream that brawls below, 
Behold, how gameſome, on the graſs, 

The flocks their jocund minutes paſs ; 

And, hark! how ſweet from yonder bower, 
The birds their artleſs ſonnets pour: | 
Love guides the ſports ; Love tunes the lay; 
And all Creation owns his ſway. 
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They hang their heads——and all the gay, 


| All Nature ſhudders at the blow : 
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Paſs but a little while; and ſee, - 
How ſad a change the Fates decree ! 
No more, the tender flocks remain 
In ſportive gambols on the plain ; 
No more, exulting on the wing, 
The birds their early carrols ſing: 


The bright appearance melts away. 


Stern Winter walks abroad and, lo! 


His icy hand deforms the ſcene ; 
And mars the glories of the green ; 
Lays bare the Hill's enamell'd fide ; 
And ſtrips the Meadow of its pride; 


Thick clouds obſcure the genial ray; 
And all things ſicken to decay. 


Thus, too, from Life —or Wiſdom lies 
Each hour ſteals ſomething as it flies: 
What pain to think! That form of thine, 
That lovely form ſhall ſoon decline: 

The roſes from thy cheek ſhall fly; 
The lightenings ſhall deſert thine eye; 


And 
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And all thy charms' aſſemblage gay. 
Devouring Time ſhall make his prey. 


Learn, then, my fair, nor think it wrong 
To learn, the Morar of my ſong 8 
The preſent hour do thou improve; 

And give, O give it all to Love! 
Time's on the wing Let us be wiſe ;. 
And catch the bleſſing ere it flies ! 
Life's but a ſpan ; and ſages ſay, 
That Youth's the Morning of the Day! 


Y2 „ THERE 
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THE. GA Or x o. 


EAR a ſmooth river's lonely ſide, 
Where tuneful Naiads gently glide, 
A ſecret GRoTTo ſtands; 
Within a rock's hard boſom made, 
Hid in the gloom of awful Shade: 
The work of Nature's hands. 


This ſweet retreat, that once had been 
Of Joy and Love, the choſen ſcene, 
Poor injur'd FLavia ſought: 
But,—to complain of Damon's vow 
There made, and broke ;—ſhe choſe it now, 
With Rage and Sorrow fraught. 


'The hollow rock, where ſhe reclin'd, 

She thought, was like falſe Damon's mind 

His dark Deſign, — the Shade: 

The deep ſmooth ſtream, —his tempting face: 

Its Sound, —his tongue's deluding Grace, 
That won, and that betray'd, 


Damon, 
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Damon, one evening, as he ſtray'd, 
To meet ſome other tender maid, 
O'er-heard her mournful plaint: 
Her ſighs, and tears, and ſoft deſpair, 
) „ Infected all the neighbouring air, 
| And forc'd him to relent. 


And now ſhe thinks, ſince Damon's kind, 
The ſteady Rock ſtill like his Mind; 

His Love, the friendly Shade: 
The clear ſmooth Stream, —his lovely Face; 


| Its ſoothing Sound, — the Tongue's ſoft — 
4 That all her woes repaid. 


No more be fear'd, then, Fortune's powers ! 
. © *Tis Fancy all our bliſs devours, 
« Or gives content, we find. 
Men may be happy, if they pleaſe ; 
We are ourſelves, our own diſeaſe ; 
„The fault is in the Mind.” © 


CUPID 
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CuPID AND THE PAINT ER. 


INSCRIBED TO THE 
HONOURABLE MISS ST. GEORGE. 


TFT Lately faw wing'd Curip ſtand, 
His creſt elate with pride, 

His bow bent ready in his hand, 
His quiver by his ſide. 


An arrow keen, of fearful length, 
He to the bow apply'd ; 

Then drew the ſtring with all his ſtrength, 
And, Vive PAmour,” he cry'd. 


At me a certain aim he took, 
And would have pierc'd my heart; 
But, luckily, I ſnatch'd a Book; 
This warded off the dart, 


Another, 
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Another, ſoon, he levell'd true, 
Reſolv'd that I ſhould yield; 
But this, like t'other, hurtleſs flew, 
My Pallet“ was my ſhield. 


Thus, every arrow ſhot in vain, f 

His quiver emptied quite; 3 pit 
I laugh'd to ſee the urchin's pain, _ 
He cry'd for very ſpite. 


But me the rogue at length beguil'd, 
In ambuſh for my heart ; 

_ He ſhot—juſt when EmiL1a ſmil'd. 

Vnerring was the dart. 


* An implement of a Shield-like form, on which Painters 


hold and blend their colours, 


NEXT 
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NEXT MOR NIN G. 
T Oo 5 N 


RICHARD CHAMBERLAINE, Es. | 


Beaufort Buildings, Lonpon. 


HAT means this fury in my veins? 
This fire that hiſſes thro' my brains ? 
Ah me! my head! my head! | 
My pulſes beat; parch'd up my tongue; ju | 
Dry are my palms ; my nerves unſtrung; 5 | 
And every ſenſe is fled, 


Now nauſeous qualms my boſom heave, 
And, Oh! ſuch fad ſenſations give; 
Too exquiſite to name 
In dizzy miſts my eye-balls ſwim; | | 
A languor creeps o'er every limb, | ) 
And all unmans my frame, 


What 
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What crime, or what offence of mine, 


Could ſo provoke the powers divine, 


This puniſhment to ſend ; 
Poiſon to man I never gave; 
Ne'er wiſh'd my father in his grave; 
Nor ever ſtabb'd my friend. 


But patience ! I deſerve it all. 
What name ſhall I my folly call? 

My folly! oh! 'twas madneſs. 
With blooming health my boſom glow'd; 
Calm and ſerene my ſpirits flow'd, 

And fill'd my heart with gladneſs. 


Freedom, with ſweet Contentment join'd, 
And Fortune, too, with ſmiles was kind, 
To crown my happy days ; 


No fears my humble ſtate annoy'd; | 


Life's every bleſſing I enjoy d; 
And Peace ſmooth'd all my ways. 


When, lo! a cruel ſpoiler came; 
Diſguis'd with Friendſhip's ſacred name, 
Z __ Atress 
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A treacherous deſign: 
He talk'd of Mirth, of Joy, of Jeſt ; 
His arts prevail'd; he gave a feaſt ; 
And, oh ! he gave me Wine. 


Frequent and full the glaſs I quaff; 
Louder and more no man could laugh ; 
I thought not of To-morrow ; 

But dire misfortunes did ſucceed ; 
To- morrow brought an aching head, 
And fill'd my heart with forrow. 


Oh! fatal, and accurſed hour, 

And Claret's more pernicious power : 
How. could a friend do this ? 

To cheat me with a ſeeming joy, 

And in a moment to deſtroy 


Whole years of treaſur'd. bliſs. 


Reſtore, reſtore the genial day; 
Reſtore my ſpirits free and gay, 
| And give me back my ſenſes ; 
Happy, if e'er again I find 
Dear Health of Body, Peace of Mind; 
Il ſmile, and pity princes. 


But 
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But farewell feaſt, and farewell riot; 
For ſober eaſe, and decent quiet, 
The bottle I reſign ; 
Firm to purſue this better plan, 


To drink ſmall-beer, and make the man, 


Fair Temperance, ever thine. | 


Z2 POWERS- 


Lv] 


POWERSCOURT. 


ADDRESSED TO 


RICHARD WINGFIE LD, Egg. 


Dii tibi divitias dederant, artemgue fruendi, Hox. 


"THE muſe forgetting, by the muſe forgot, 
A The thing I rcliſh leaſt become my lot; 
Doom'd to a country church, remote and poor, 
And what 1s ſtill more dreadful, ſerve the cure! 
No ſprig of Laurel left, but in my pews, 
How can I write ? yet how ſhall I refuſe? 


My Life, a loitering ſedentary calm, 


My taſte for ſong, a penitential pſalm ! 

Much tir'd I am with hearing news from Syain, 
And ill inform'd ſtate matters to explain. 

What method then to pleaſe ſhall I purſue ? 

For once I'll venture and indite to you. 


To me! you cry, pray, Sir, on what pretence ? 
A juſt eſteem for candour, and good- ſenſe; 
For 
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For the plain Heart, benevolent defign ; 

The warmth humane, or, if you will, divine! 
What name becomes you beſt? One late in print 
The Man of Ross, ſeems no improper hint, 
Whoſe gracious gates, like your's, receiv'd the poor, 
Nay more your merit—for your fortune's more |! 
Like his, your worth ſincere, and not a ſound; 
Like him, a bleſſing to your country round; 

To him, Age, Want, and Sickneſs paid their Vow; 
That man thus thought and liv'd—as you do now. 


Charm'd with this theme, tho” indolent ſo long; 
With proſe bemus'd ; quite reprobate in ſong ; 

In awe I reaſſume the votive pen; 

And (peace be to AyorLo) write again. 

Me CynTHai1vs check'd “ in early life's career; 
Deſiſt, he cry'd, and gently twitch'd my ear; 
Deſiſt from verſe, an art beyond your reach; 
But (tho' a Heathen God) he bade me preach : 

I bow'd, affented, and ſubmiſſive choſe \ 
To abdicate the lyre, and drudge in proſe. 


. —Cynthius aurem 
Vellit et admonuit ;=u—=mm—_——_— Vis, Fel. 6. 
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But ſhould Fate lead me to a work like thine, 


My boſom kindles, and my thoughts refine ; 
With ſofteſt verſe I preſs the muſe once more, 


And (not to break old cuſtoms) thus implore. 


Attend in fky-dipt robes, ye ſmiling Hours! 
Unlock your cryſtal ſprings, and moſſy bowers, 
Crowd each luxuriant image Wit can feign, 

And paint, O Muſe! the eye-enchanting ſcene; 
Give wings to Thought; to rapid Fancy fire 
(The meaneſt judge can gaze, and juſt admire) | 
Romantic clime! where'er I turn my eyes, 
Elyfian walks, and claſlic landſcapes riſe ! 
Enthuſiaſtic Fancy ſeems to ſee | 

ATE uE bloom; for ſuch ſhall PowWERScOURT be! 


O ! let my rapt imagination trace 
The fite, and ſylvan genius of the place, 
Where Nature varies, yet unites each part, 


And Chance reflects advantages to Art. 


Or let my eyes in bold excurſions gain 

The ſwelling viſta, and the ſinking plain, 

Where a free heaven the ſight's wide empire fills, 

And melts in diſtant clouds, and blueiſh hills; 
| Or, 


1 "ST,  - 
Or, caught where views more regular appear, 
"Take in the verdant ſlope, and rajs'd parterre. 
Hence, from this taſte, are numbers pleas'd and fed; 
The Wiſe have pleaſure; the Diſtreſs'd have bread. 
This taſte brings profit, and improves with ſenſe, 
And thro' a thouſand channels turns expence; 
Benevolence in numerous ſtreams imparts, 
N | And ends in Virtue what began in Arts; 
3 Removes ſharp Famine, Sickneſs and Deſpair; 
A Relieves the aſking eye, the riſing tear; | 
Such woe as late o'er pale HineR nia paſt, 
And ſuch, ye Guardian Powers, we with the laſt ! 
If Public Spirit ſhines, *tis juſt at leaſt, | 
To give ſome glory too to Public Taſte, 
Which bids proud Art the pillar'd fabric raiſe ; 
Scoops the rough rock, and levels vaſt highways! | 
Plans future woods for proſpect and defence; | 
And forms a bower a hundred ſummers hence; \ | 
Ideal groves, and beauties juſt in view— 
But "_ my friend, as Time ſhall bring to you. 


n 


Freſh blow your gardens ! intermingl'd Scene! 
Graſs- carpet — and green encircling green; 
A che- 


| A chequer'd ſpace, alternate ſun and ſhade ;. 
| The country round, one wide delicious glade ; 
Enamell'd vales, with fair horizon's bound, 
1 Here towering woods, and pendant rocks ſurround; 


WM With graceful ſweeps here mazy windings run, 
Or gently meet in lines where they begun; 
- Here guſhes down ſteep ſteps a ductile rill, 
E If I here ſpreads in fluid azure, broad and ſtill; 
111% So mix'd the views, ſo exquiſitely ſhewn, 
1 | Each flowery field, and valley ſeems your own; 
| While Nature ſmiles, obſequious to your call, 
th Directs, aſſiſts, and recommends it all; 
| 4 At laſt ſhe gives, O! Art, how vain thy aid! 
| | | | To crown the beauteous work—a vaſt caſcade ! 


| Say, Muſe! who dwell'ſt where mighty SnANNO 
roars, | 

That once divided empires with his ſhores, 

Say, in his weſtern courſe immenſe and fair, 

| Can all his falls and cataracts compare ? 

| Let grand VER$AILLEs her liquid landſcapes boaſt ; 

= Pure ſcenes of Nature here delight us moſt ; 

1 Her rudeſt proſpects bid the fancy ſtart, 

| And ſnatch the foul beyond the works of Art. 

| | I O! would 
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©! would ſome maſter hand adorn your walls, 
And catch the living fountain as it falls! 
The gay original would crown your dome, 
And you then boaſt your nobleſt ſcene at home! 
Lo! down the rock which clouds and 2 hide, 
In wild meanders ſpouts a ſilver tide; 
Or ſprung from dropping miſts, or wintry rills, . 
Rolls the large tribute of the cloud-topp'd hills; 
But ſhould the damp-wing'd tempeſt keenly blow, . 
With whiſtling torrents, and deſcending ſnow, 
In one huge heap the ſhowery whirlpools ſwell, . 
And deluge wide the tract where firſt they fell; 
Till, from the headlong verge of yon black ſteep, . 
A tumbling river burſts intenſe and deep; 
From rock to rock its boiling flood is broke, 
And all below the waters ſurge in ſmoke, — 
So vaſt the height, no diſtance ſeems between 
The mountain's ſummit, and the blue ſerene; . | 
So wond'rous fierce the ſloping torrents roll! 
Such ſtill amazement fixes all the ſoul! * 
So hoarſe the thunder of the ruſhing tide, 
The ſenſe can ſcarce receive a ſound. beſide! 
Tho' the green glades with one wild concert ring, 


And thro* the woodland warbles all the ſpring. 
| Aa Juſt. 
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Juſt where the beam of ſight diſtended fails, 
Up the clear infinite the Eagle fails ! 
Or half-way down the precipice's head, 
White lingering fogs, and —— clouds 1 are 4 
ſpread. | 7 
The ſoul from indolence to rapture wakes, : 
Till on the unfolding ear the water breaks. 
This ſound, when night has ſadden'd all the ſkies, 
Far off the traveller hears with wild ſurprize. 


High o'er the waving landſcape, dark with trees, 


A diſtant murmur ſwells upon the breeze, 

Now near, now dying, varies with each blaſt, 
Then ſettles in a ſullen roar at laſt, 

Thus where the NIL E's firſt parent Urn is found, 
Her cataracts ruſh dovin (a dizzy ſound l) 

Wide and more wide the dreadful echoes run, 
Pierce thro? the burning zone, and meet the Sun. 


* 


Deſcription flags —let Thought the reſt expreſs ; 
A theme untouch'd, delicious to exceſs! 
Profuſe of all the ſoul can wiſh, or love ; 

A landſcape in the golden dreams of Jovs ! 
O that my breaſt with Pzan's flames were ſmit! 
Or ardent as my wiſh, ſublime my wit! 
2 | (IF 
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(If for a verſe like mine I could engage) 
This deathleſs ſtream ſhould flow from age to age. 
But ſtop, fond Muſe, —or ſoar to bolder lays ; 
The finiſh'd ſeat demands the founder's praiſe ; 
Where Taſte ſets off, and dignifies expence, 
Rich without glare; magnificent with ſenſe. 
As in ſome piece a TITIAx's hand has wrought 
The fair reſult, and eloquence of Thought, 
Where light and ſhadow blend in ſocial ſtrife, 
And every glorious colour ſtreams with life; 


Thus in improvement ſhines the Attic taſte ; 


Thus Epen ſprings where late you found a waſte. 
Sketch'd in your houſe, the candid heart we view, 
Its grace, ſtrength, order, all refle&ing you; 
Yet, pleas'd to ſee, and fonder ſtill to tell, 


Your candid heart becomes that houſe ſo well ; 
The mirthful look; kind air without controul ; 


The eaſy converſe, and the flow of ſoul. 


How fluſh'd my thought! how charm'd my eye : 
| ſurvey'd, | a 
The gilt profile, and ſtately colonade; 
There arch'd HESPERIAN windows drink the noon; 
Here fluted Doki cs raiſe the rich ſaloon z 
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The pile all o'er for gazing homage calls, 
In fretwork cielings, and hiſtoric walls; 
Ztherial dyes the glowing canvas ſtain, 
And here fair ITaLY's beſt triumphs reign. 
Thus while my ſight the pictur'd views amaze, 
In keen excurſions vigorous Fancy ſtrays; 
Now beats my heart, or emulous I burn, 
At Turrr's Tuſculum, or VizeiL's Urn: 
Still green with bays the hallow'd ruins ſtand 
Still crown'd with Fame the hallow'd names com- 
mand; | 5 
Full on my conſcious ſoul their glories ſtrike; 
And, for your ſake, I ſigh to write unlike.— 
But for theſe lines, (yet menacing ſome more) 
Mean as they are, their paſſage I implore. 
I know your judgment poliſh'd, yet humane; 
Vour temper, apt to give your judgment pain; 
Diſpos'd to think, to feel for human race, | 
And even in this bad age to ſhew ſome grace ; 
To act as reaſon and good ſenſe require; 
Ah! how unlike the modern country 'ſquire ! 
By your applauſe, verſe low as mine can live ; 
Nor can I make more faults, than you forgive. 
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PPE he 
PERSIAN TAL E: 

| . INSCRIBED TO 

MasTrzx JAMES NUGENT, or CLontosr. 


N humble Derviſe liv'd of yore; 
No treaſures he poſſeſs'd ; 

Yet was his mind, with wiſdom's tore, 
And heaven's protection bleſs'd, 

Full fourſcore well-ſpent, holy years, 
A pilgrim's life he led : 

Serenely gay the ſaint appears ; 
For angels gave him bread. 

His copious locks, like feather*d ſnow, 
The peace of God beſpeak ; 

His eyes with warmth celeſtial glow ; 
With healthful red, his cheek. 

At Mecca, he had often been, 
And every holy place ; 

The bleſs'd ELIAS oft had ſeen 
Corporeal * face to face. 


The MAHOMETANS believe that ETL As never died; but 


Was tranſlated alive into Heaven. 


It 
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It happen'd once, at Bairam's feaſt,* 9 
To fair Stra HOUN þ he came: 

A Raja claim'd him for his gueſt, 1 

In honour of his fame. 4 

The pious pilgrim bleſs'd the board, - »Þ 

With coſtly viands crown'd, | I 
Regardleſs of the ſplendid hoard, 3 
Tuhat glittered all around. F 
; A pot of ſweetmeats near him ſtood ; q 
On this he caſt an eye; | 
Seem'd quite forgetful of his food, ä 


And drown'd in revery. 
But guſhing tears, at length, betray'd 
| The anguiſh of his breaſt ; 0 
And heavy ſighs their paſſage made, 
That ſhew'd an heart oppreſs'd. 
O! Sons of pomp, and vanity !” 
The prudent ſage began, 
© In this ſmall veſſel you may ſee 


The hiſtory of man. 


* A yearly feſtival of the MAK0METANS, beginning on the 
day of the new-moon, in AyRIL, 


1 Isar#aN; fo called by the Px SIANS. 
J Atitle of honour in Pzxs14a, ſomething. ſimilar to our 


Dukes. | 
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«* This pot an emblem true conveys - 

Of earth, and all its joys; 
And ſhews the thouſand various ways, 
How man himſelf deſtroys —— 

* Bchold the buſy, anxious flies, 
That hover round theſe ſweets, 

© See! how, like us, each inſect vies, 
Pill each his ruin meets. 

Some on the borders gently tread, 


And ſip with cautious touch, 
« While others eagerly are led 

To plunge, and take too much. 
The firſt, from danger ſoon are freed, 

« By no ſtrong tye detain'd ; 
* 'The ſecond, juſtly are decreed 

The death their raſhneſs gain'd. 
Hence, mortals, wiſely learn to ſhun 

« Falſe pleaſure's fatal cup: 
Drink lightly ; or you'll be undone, 

* Engulph'd and ſwallow'd up. 
Lou, like the one, who gently taſte, 
When Azi1tr I calls aloud, 
To bleſs'd abodes, with joy ſhall haſte, 
And quit the giddy croud: 

1 Az1Er, the Angel of death, 
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But, if, by paſſions blindly led, 
That no true medium know, 
With quick deſtruction on your head,, 
* You'll fink to endleſs woe.“ 


ODE 
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TO THE M U 8 K. 


. of the ſong! thou, to whoſe power, 
On every hill, in every ſhade, 
At Morn's grey dawn, or evening hour, 
Unnumber'd vows are daily paid; 
Warm'd by whoſe fires, the Bard is taught 
To hail thy power divine 
Whoſe aid gives ſtrength to every thought, 
And brightens every line; 
Whether it joys thee moſt to rove 
Amid the ſtillneſs of the grove, 
Or Morn's ambroſial breeze inhale 
In Twickennam's flower-enamell'd vale; 
Whether thy careleſs limbs are laid 
Where HacLey ſpreads her verdant ſhade ? 
Or, penſive, bending o'er the flood, 
THO brawls through WinpsoR's royal wood, 
Bb O hither 
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O hither wing thy form benign! 
To me impart thy heavenly fire! 
P:opitious hear; and let one ray divine 
The laſt, the meaneſt of your train „ 


Come, then, O come, and bring along 
With thee, thy whole celeſtial train ; 
Fair Truth, to grace the moral ſong ; 
And Elegance, that loves the plain : 
Let frolic Nature too be there, 
While Art her flight reſtrains; 
Let Fancy mount the rapid car, 
And Judgement hold the reins : 
Let Eloquence her beauties join; 
And Wit her ſofter charm combine : 
Let Senſe with Sweetneſs, too, conſpire ; 
And female Eaſe, with manly Fire : 
Let bright Invention's magic ſway 
Wake airy nothings into day; 
And Memory, goddeſs heavenly-born, | 
Bid times long paſt again return: 
Haſte, then, O haſte thee from the ſkies ; 
And teach me all thy art to move, 
By ſecret ſprings to bid the paſſions riſe, 
Swell'd into Rage, or ſoſten'd into Love. 
7 All 
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All being owns thy wonderous ſway, 

And Nature bows before thy ſhrine r 
Earth, Sea, and Air, thy voice obey, 
And Grace, and Harmony are thine : 

Through realms unknown, thy power ſublime 

Can wing it's boundleſs race; 

Thy paſſage nor reſtrain'd by Time, 

Nor circumſcrib'd by Place: 

Thine eye can pierce the deep, dark ſhade 
Which old Antiquity has made; 

The preſent hours to thee are known; 
And time to come is all thy own : 
Whene er thou wav'ſt thy magic wand, 
New worlds leap forth at thy command ; 
And all along the fairy ground 
Ideal beings ſtart around; 

New beauties gild the azure ſkies ; | 

A freſher verdure clothes the meads ; 
And while new ſuns in brighter glory riſe, 
Ne groves extend their viſionary ſhades. * 


Sweet miſtreſs of the pleaſing tear, 
Let not thy votary plead in vain! 
Queen of the ſong, propitious hear 


A bard, who wooes thee to the plain? 
| B bz By 
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By yon green lawn that eyes the flood, 
Do thou my footſteps lead, 
Where BewLEY's venerable wood 
Extends 1ts ample ſhade : 
Wrapp'd in the ſtillneſs of the bower, 
While birds around their ſonnets pour, 
On every thorn while beauty blooms, 
While every breeze exhales perfumes, 
In ſuch a ſeat how ſweet to ſhun 
The fervour of the mid-day ſun ! 
To read ſoft love in Myra's eye, 
And bleſs the minutes as they fly! ? 
Power, Fame, and Fortune I reſign—— 
Let this alone to me be given; 


Be THov, fair Queen, be THov, and MyRa, mine! 


Myxza, and THOU, are all I aſk of Heaven ! 


A FA- 
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„ 
FAMILIAR EPISTLE 
To J. H. Efq. near KIILARNVET.“ | 
Written from DUB LIN, Avevsr, 1758. 


FEAR to my heart, my joy, my pride, 

My youth's example, and my guide, 

To whom the Muſe, with artleſs tongue, 

Her earlieſt gratulations ſung ; 

Wak'd by whoſe friendly voice, again, 

She takes the long-negleQed pen; 

And, borne on trembling pinions, tries 

A ſhort excurſion to the ſkies : 

Whether, around the feſtive bowl, 

To Mirth you give th* unbended ſoul ; 

Or, from the ſocial ſcene withdraw, 

Bewilder'd in the maze of law: 

Whether, in Rocx wood's bowers reclin'd, 

Fair Nature's charms engage your mind ; 


* Mr, H. to whom this epiſtle is addreſſed, after having ſpent 
about two years at the TEMPLE, had at this time returned to 
IRELAND, partly upon a viſit to his friends in that kingdom, 


and partly to attend the election of a repreſentive for the county 
of Kznny, | 
The 
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The untaught muſic of the wood, 


The murmurs of the diſtant flood; 55 


Or, begging crowds, with ſupple nee, 


Inſtead of qualifying fee, 

With tale, in piteous accent ſpoken, 
Of heads, or ribs, or fences broken 
The morning's early walk invade, 
And haunt you to the ſecret ſhade: 
Whatever ſcenes your hours engage, 


The ſports of Youth, the ſaws of Age, 


Th' eleQion-feaſt, the public ſtrife, 
Or, the mild joys of private life, 
Quick from the buſy crowd get free; 
The preſent hour belongs to me; 
Drive from your mind each anxious care, 
And give the Muſe protection there; 
Defend her inexperienc'd youth 
From the fell Critic's venom'd tooth; 
And, ſhould ſome few indulgent eyes 
Admire her plumage, as ſhe flies, 
Let this her favourite boaſt, be known, 
That every feather is her own. 
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From this dull town's unvarying ſcene, 
Where Smoke, and Noiſe, and Folly reign; 
Where Virtue's hallow'd flames expire; 
And Health, and Joy, with fighs, retire ; 
Where Cards infernal vigils keep; 
And Politics have © murder'd ſleep;“ 
Where fogs and miſts, in black array, 
With horrid gloom obſcure the day; 
And clouds of duſt, or floods of rain, 
Gay Fancy's magic power reſtrain ; 
From ſuch a place, O ſay, my friend, 
What preſent can the Poet ſend ? 
No fragrance here the morn ſupplies ; 
No luſtre gilds the evening ſkies ; 
Nor verdant field, nor ſummer flower, 
Nor muſic, floating through the bower, 
One pleaſing image can ſuggeſt, 
Or waken rapture in the breaſt : 
Inſtead of theſe, from ſleep I ſtart, 
Rouz'd by the rattling of a cart; 
The hoarſeneſs of the Dirt-man's throat, | 
The Chimney-ſweeper's grating note, s. 
With Shoes to mend,” and Cloaths to fell,” 
In union harſh the concert ſwell ; 


Sounds, 
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Sounds, void of harmony and grace, 


That fright the Muſes from the place. 


Where ſuch impediments unite, 
You'll ſure allow, tis hard to write; 
Yet, faith, when in the rhyming vein, 
To me 'twere harder to refrain; 


Write then I muſt, come what come may 


The powerful impulſe I obey. 


The pens in ready order ſtand ; 


A ſecond ſheet is near at hand; 


Your doom is paſt ; and ſomething cries, 
% The Lord have mercy on your eyes!” 


Here, Jack, take notice, I proclaim, 


{Few Bards, I doubt, would do the ſame) 
However elegant the lays, 


I don't inſiſt upon your praiſe: 

J wiſh to pleaſe, you may believe; 
But, though I fail, I ſhall not grieve; 
For, when, at great expence and care, 
] offer you my choiceſt fare, 

Though you may diſapprove the feaſt, 
I gratify myſelf, at leaſt. i 


Sick 
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Sick of the joys, and taſtelefs n 
To all the follies of the town; 
Vex' d with the ſcene of endleſs ſtrife, 
You'll aſk me How I ſpend my liſe? 
Know then, my.friend—in garret high, 
Three ſtories mounted to the ſky ; 
A Pros here; a PLowDEN there; 
And cloaths and books on every chair; 
As Fancy leads, in various way, 
1 paſs the morning of the day. 


Sometimes, I view, with filial awe, 
The reverend fathers of the law; 
(Names which the Muſe can ne'er rehearſe, 
Nor Art can ſoften into verſe) 
Anxious, explore the ſecret cells, 
Where venerable Science dwells; 2 
Submiſſive, bend before her ſhrine; 


And dig inſtruction from the mine. 


Sometimes, with Sage, or Chief renown'd 
Again I tread the claflic ground; 


With TuLiLy walk; delighted rove 
in P.aTo's academic grove ; 


Cc | . 
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Point out-each time-diſtinguiſh'd ſpot, 
In freedom's cauſe where heroes fought ; 
And trace each various clime anew, _ 
Where Rome's immortal eagles flew ; 
Or, great in arts, as well as arms, 

Old ATarens ſcatter'd her alarms. 


Sometimes, in Homer's ſacred page, 
The Muſe's charms my thoughts engage: 
Now Tror's proud citadel appears 
The battle thunders in my ears— 

The victors ſhout ; and IL ION falls 

I hear ſee the nodding walls: 

Now, milder views her power ſupplies; 
_ Ervys1an ſcenes in proſpect riſe; 
Along the fair poetic ground, 

Ideal beings ſtart around; 

And, borne aloft on Fancy's wings, 

I talk with Gods, and dine with Kings. 


When Sor his broader face diſplays, 
And weſtward ſlopes his evening rays, 
I ſometimes ramble, ?rill *tis dark, 

In the New-GarDex, or the PARK; 


Chat 
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Chat with the Girls of dreſs or place; 
Direct a patch; admire a lace ; 
And, with a well-feign'd rapture view, 
A flounce, a ribbon, or a ſnoe; 
As Whim directs, I blame, or praiſe; 
And ſay—whate'er the Circle ſays— 1 
The prettieſt hat—the fineſt fan 
And—* Barky is a charming man! 
And, while their humours thus I hit, | 
Lord ! how they wonder at my wit! 


Or, ſometimes to the GLone * I ſtray,, 
To hear the trifle of the day; 
There learned Politicians ſpy, | 
With thread-bare cloaks, and wigs awry, 
Aſſembled round, in deep debate | 
On Pzauss1a's arms, and Britain's fate: 
Whilſt one, whoſe penetration goes, 
At beſt, no farther than his noſe, 
In pompous, military ſtrain, 

"ights. every battle o'er again: 

Important as a new-made lord, 
He ſpills his coffee on the board; 


The Globe coffee-houſe, in Es82x STREET, DUBLIN.. 


C03 Thence 
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Thence marks intrenchments, poſts, and lines— 
Here mounts the breach--there ſprings the mines 
And buſtling, arrogant, and loud, 

Thus dictates to the gaping crowd 

„The AusSTR1an foot was poſted there 
Fhe King attack'd them in the rear— 

That diſpoſition I commend ; 

Although it did not ſerve his end 


% But, all the world muſt own, in this, 
Ahe monarch acted quite amiſs— 
Say what you will, I can't but blame 


And LuxxmBuRGH would do the ſame.” 
J Such folks there are, my friend; and you 
Have ſeen the like in Lonnon too; 


; Who—as, no doubt, all patriots ſhould— 
Neglect their own, for BRITAIx's good; 


One of theſe coffee - houſe politicians is admirably painted 
by our late lively and ſpirited ſatyriſt, Dr. Voux s. 
CuntmEs, for airy penſions of renown, 
Devotes his ſervice to the ſtate and crown; 
All ſchemes he knows; and, knowing, all improves ; 
Though Bx1TAain's thankleſs, fill this patriot loves, 
But patriots differ: —ſome may ſhed their blocd ;— 
He—drinks his coffee for the publick good, 


And 
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And nobly quit domeſtic things, 
To model ſtates, and counſel kings. 


; Tir'd of the noiſe, the ſmoke, the men, 
X J leave the coffee-houſe at ten; 
Retire to reſt about eleven; 


And ſeldom wake till fix, or ſeven. 


Some news I now would try to tell ; 
But Fauuknes, ſure, will do as well: 
And, to ſay truth, the town ſupplies 
Scarce aught that's worthy of your eyes. 


t But hark! What ſhouts now pierce mine ears? 

In every face what joy appears? | 

What means that peal? That ſolemn ſound ? 

What ſudden glory blazes round? 

See, lightening flaſhing from his eyes, 

Great Warren's mighty ſpirit riſe ! 

Sce Henry's warlike ſhade advance! 

Sce EpwaRD raiſe his threatening lance! 

* Farxxzr's Dublin Journal, which was incloſed in 
this letter, | 


t The account of the ſurrender of Louis zous c arrived 
in DUBLIN, juſt at the time this letter was written. 


Frowning 1 
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Frowning they come—and hark! once more 
Our thunders ſhake the GAL Lie ſhore! 

Starting, indignant, from his den, 

The BRITISH lion roars again; 

Deſtruction whelms yon falling towers; 

And LovisBouRGn once more is ours! 
Fir'd by the theme, too high the muſe, 

With eager wing, her flight purſues— 
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Here, then, as modeſty demands, 
J leave the taſk to abler hands. 


You'll own, I hope—for ſure tis true 
Tis now my turn to queſtion you- 
When next you write, then, prithee, ſay, 
How roll the buſy hours away ? 
Which moſt does your attention draw, 
Hounds, fiddles, partridge,—or the law? 


Does party-zeal your time employ, 

That foe to peace and ſocial joy? 

Or friendly Love, and chearful Wine, 

To ſprightlier thoughts your heart incline ? 
When books fatigue, and cares alarm, 

And ſports, long known, no longer charm,. 


Say, 
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Say, do you haunt the ruſtic cells, 
Where Echo, ſportive dryad, dwells ? 
There, liſtening with aſtoniſh'd ear, 
Half pleas'd, and half affrighted, hear 
The mimic thunders burſt around, 
While the hills tremble at the ſound ? 
Or, from ſome cliff, whoſe ſummit bleak 
Hangs o'er the boſom of the lake, 
Survey the beauties of the ſcene ; 
The ruſſet hill; the meadows green; 
The wonders of the various ground; 
And ſeats, and iſlands, ſcatter'd round ? 

Or, led by melancholy Gzar, 
To the lone church-yard bend your way ; 
And there, your liſtleſs body thrown 
Along ſome rude, unſculptur'd ſtone, 
Grieve to reflect, one common grave 
Awaits the coward, and the brave; 
And—ne'er, alas! to riſe again— 
That PirT muſt die, like other men? 


O, how I long with thee to ſhare 
The rural ſports, and rural air! 


. — 
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Wich early hound to beat the fields, 


And try the joys the thicket yields! 
With books to cheat the lingering night, 
And mingle profit with delight !— 

You aſk me, when I think to go— 

To tell the truth, I do not know; 

Nor is it eaſy to divine; 

Since others? wills muſt govern mine; 
But this I'll venture to declare, 

You'll ſurely ſee me — when I'm there. 


Here, Jack, before my letter ends, 
I ſhould enquire for other friends : 
But that would take a fide at leaſt ; 
And now—the Poſtman 1s in haſte: 
If, then, I ſhould proceed to write, 
My letter could not go to night : 
Do thou apologize ; and tell, 
All ſuch as love me, I am well. 
Adieu If you approve the ſong, 
Pray let your anſwer be as long. 


SONG, 
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HEN firſt thy ſoft lips I but civilly preſs'd, 
EL Iz A, how great was my bliſs! 
The fatal contagion ran quick to my breaſt; 
1 loſt my poor heart with a kiſs. 


And now, when ſupremely thus bleſt with your light, 
I ſcarce can my tranſports reſtrain z 
1 wiſh, and I pant, to repeat the delight; 
And kiſs you again, and again. 


In raptures I wiſh to enjoy all thoſe charms 
Sull ſtealing from favour to favour—— 
Now, now, O ye Gods! let me fly to your arms, 

And kiſs you for ever and ever. 


Da THE 
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T H E 
LAWYER PRAYER. 


A FRAGMENT. 


RDAIN'D to tread the thorny ground, 
Where few, I fear, are faithful found; 
Mine, be the conſcience void of blame ; 
The upripht heart; the ſpotleſs name; 
The tribute of the widow's prayer; 
'The righted orphan's grateful tear ! 
To Virtue, and her friends, a friend; 
Still may my voice the Weak defend! 
Ne'er may my proſtituted tongue 
Protect th' Oppreſſar in his wrong; 
Nor wreſt the ſpirit of the laws, 

To ſanctify the Villain's cauſe ! 

Let others, with unſparing hand, 
Scatter their poiſon through the land; 
Enflame diſſention, kindle ſtriſe; 

And ſtrew with ills the path of life ; 
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On ſuch, her gifts let Fortunt ſhower ; 
Add wealth to wealth, and power to power; 
On me, may favouring heaven beſtow 
That peace which good men only know.' 
The joy of joys, by few poſſeſs d;. 

Th' eternal ſunſhine of the breaſt! _ 
Power, Fame, and Riches, Frefign— | 
The praiſe of Honeſty be mine; 

| That Friends may weep ; the Worthy ſigh; 
And Poor Men bleſs me, when I die! 


pd S TIA N- 
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WRITTEN 


On a Blank Leaf of WE BB's Beauties of Poetry, 
Painting, &c 


" PRESENTED TO 


The Right Hon. Lady Ex Iz AB ETA BIRkMINGBAM- 


O cultivate the Arts inclin'd, 
Their beauties fkill'd to trace, 
Beſpeaks a liberal poliſh'd mind; 


Exiſts not in the baſe. 


Perufing SnAx ESP EAR's lofty thought, 
Or what a RAPHAEL drew, 

By ſomething heavenly are we caught, 
And learn to be ſo too. 


Alike, when HAN DEL's magic ſtrains, 
The liſtening ſoul invite, 
Delight in every boſom reigns, 
And virtue with delight. 


This, 
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This, Wa in every page diſplays, 
Himſelf the living teſt ; 


And, rendering others ample praiſe, 
His own ſtands forth confeſs d. 


By thee, EL Iz A, all are lov'd; 
By thee in practice grac'd ; 
Thy noble mind by all improv'd, 
In virtue, judgement, taſte. 


To greatneſs born, and form'd to ſhine, | 

| Be ſtill the Arts thy care ; | 
Nor let meek Induſtry repine, 

Nor modeſt Worth deſpair. 


Deſert ſhall raiſe her grateful head, 
I0o0o hail thy wiſh'd approach; 
And Orphans' bleſſings round thee ſpread, 
Drive Envy from thy coach. 


Nor let the Widow's aſking tear, 
In vain, aſſail thine eye; 

For heaven reſpe&s the Widowꝰs prayer. 
 Repays the kind ſupply. 


* « 
— a — 
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Secure I plead, nor doubt ſuceeſs; 


Thy fame my great concern; 
F or, where the leſſon is, to bleſs, 


I know thee apt to learn. 


Swift, on the wings of radiant truth, 
Abroad thy merit flies; 


Thy praiſe, ſweet maid,. fills every mouth; 


Thy charms engage all eyes. 


And honeſt pride dilates my heart, 
While plaudits crown thy name; 


My boaſt, all goodneſs as thou art,, 
I blew the glorious flame. 


WaTERSTAOW N, 
Tueſday, Dec. 25, 1770. 


THE 
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| . 5 
LAST HOTTINC 
Irn A 


R E CE IP T for making PUNCH. 


Toa FRIEND. 


NE bottle of Arrack, the laſt of my fore, 
(For your ſake, and mine, I could wiſh it were 
more) | 

From the cave, where quite bury'd in ſaw-duſt it lay, 
Reſtor'd once again to the light of the day, 
To the friends of the Muſe, whoſe benevolent care 
Our labours reward with a plumb, or a pear, 
The Poet preſents—and, leſt you miſtake it, 
He ſends you, moreover, Inſtructions to make ji. 
As the bottle is big, and the liquor is rough, 
Four lemons, I doubt, will be little enough : 
For ſugar, you know it depends upon taſte ; 
But *twill take, in my mind, half a pound at the leaſt; 
Let your water be boil'd; and, when it is cool, 
Pour in juſt two quarts—an infallible rule— 

Then 
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Then fiir it three times; the buſineſs is done. 
If yon have not a ladle, make uſe of a ſpoon) 


Fill your glaſſes all round; and—you know what 
ſhould follow— 


Long life, and good health to the ſons of Ayouto? 


RENE: 


WR LR 


A'CANTO, on ran ELEC: 


INSCRIBED TO THE 


PROVOST and FELLOWS of TRINITY COLLEGE. 


Tux ARGUMENT 


AuGusTA bids rich Commerce haſte, 
IRENE to reſtore 

Whom, Earth's wide regions having paſt, 
She finds on SLANnY's ſhore. 


UEEN of the deathleſs ſong, and golden lyre, 


Immortal muſe! begin ſome lofty theme; 


So may thy BxITONs catch the hallow'd fire, 


So may thy bards, in wondrous lays, proclaim' 
The warrior's dangers, and the patriot's name; 
Striking with daring hand the founding firings, 
And fill'd with rapture at great AL BIOx's fame, 
From SLanv's echoing banks, a ſhepherd ſingg 
The fall of mighty hoſts, the wars of Euzove's kings. 


Ee Oft 


8 
\ 
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Oft through the ſolemn lonelineſs of night, 
| Mouſing, he wandered near the toiling flood, 
While mimic fancy drew before his ſight, 
The dreadful glorious ſcene, of kings ſubdued, 
Towns wrapp'd in flames, and armies bath'd in blood; 
But now the horrid viſions rife no more, 
Nor threatening camps, or hoſtile fleets he view'd, 
The ſtorm of war, which ſhook the world, is oe'r, 
And peaceful halcyons ſoon reviſit AL BIOx's ſhore. . 


O, Peacz! thou favourite daughter of the ſkies, 

What happy region boaſts thy bliſsful reign ? 
In what calm ſhades the lovely veſtal lies, 
Or treads the mountain hill, or ſhadowy plain: 
Joy of the village-nymph, and conſtant ſwan ! 
Around thee, goddeſs | endleſs bleſſings wait, 
Each ſocial virtue mingles in thy train; 
While wealth and commerce join to form thy ſtate, 

Beyond the pomp of kings, the pride of conqueſt great. 


Deſire of earth! the ſoul of every joy ! 
_ Unfading laurels deck thy placid brow; 
In vain the furies labour to deſtroy, 
While thou repair'ſt the waſte of war below ; 
Thy guardian care the cheriſh'd muſes know, 


Each 
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Each graceful elegance, and finer art; 
Each life-endearing charm thou canſt beſtow, 
Canſt on the worthleſs thy rewards impart, 


Pour'd e'en on Faction's head, and Treaſon's felon 
heart. | 


D. 


Yet oft hath man, poſſeſs'd by impious pride, 
To fatal war by blind ambition led, 
Forgot thy juſt requeſts, thy ſuit deny'd, 
And o'er thy fruitful vales deſtruQtion ſpread ; 
Oft from fair EuxorE's kingdoms haſt thou 
| fled, | | 
"mY diſtant climes, and Winter's endleſs reign ; 
Far from the haunt of men conceal'd thine head, 
While hoſtile millions fill'd the embattled plain, 
And monarchs were dethron'd, and martial nations 
lain. 


Thus, when the pencil bade the canvas ſhine, 
And Apon' bled beneath the tuſky boar, 
(Thy work, O TiriAx, or APELLEs thine) 
Her golden locks the queen of Beauty tore, 
And ſtain'd her ſnowy limbs with crimſon gore, 
Eez She 
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She wept her murder'd love, her loſt delight, 
Then fled with horror from the fatal ſhore, 
Back to her ſky the goddeſs bent her flight, - * 
And, parting, view'd the earth, and ficken'd at the 
; fight. 


Long had GERMAN T4“s kings, with fury fir'd, 
| Their martial hoſts to mutual ſlaughter ſent ; 
Ix EN E, from the gathering ſtorm retir'd, 
And, weeping, left the troubled continent; 
Nor yet to ALB1on's ſhore her flight the bent, 
For o'er the fields ſhe mark'd in bright array 
Her ſturdy ſwains, on arms alone intent, 
While her vaſt navies ſpread the encumber'd. 
And with their cannon's ſmoke o'ercaft the face of 
day. 


Now fix revolving years their courſe had run, 
Each dreadful moment mark'd by hoſtile rage, 
Sitice firſt the horrors of the war begun; 
_ While EuxorzE's ſtates their fatal battles wage; 
And half the kings of earth in arms engage ; 
Ty One 
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One dire Acz.Dama GERMANTA lies | 
Nor ſpares the ruthleſs ſword or ſex, or age; 
To heaven, amidſt the ſhouts of battle, riſe 
The bleeding matron's groans, the raviſh'd virgin's 
cries. | | 
At length, AvcusTa, from the ſilver Tyauts, 
Majeſtic roſe, with lofty turrets crown'd ; 
The form immortal glitter'd on his ſtreams ; 
Such was the mother of the gods, renown'd 
In CaETk's fam'd iſle, and Ipa's hallowd 
ground; | 
A train of nymphs, in various dreſs, were ſeen, 
| Beauteous, and ſtrange, who ſtood the power 
around: | 


To one of filing looks, and placid mein, 
With winged words, began the OY queen · 


Hale, gracious nn on Mes” s hallow'd I 
© Where LyB1an TxiToON rolls his ſilver wave, 
« Whom, to the Ocean's God, Proenice bore, 
By Dian tended in the ſecret cave; 
„To thee, in happy hour, great NeyTUNE.gave 
Oer 
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Ober all his oceans, and his ſtorms to reign ; 
© COMMERCE, the awful name thou didſt receive 


From all the gods: oh haſte, to ALBIox's plain 


©TaENE fair reſtore, with all her joys again.“ 


AvGvusTa ſpoke: her will the nymph obey'd, 
Light as the feather'd ſhaft from earth ſhe ſprung.z 
Till AL BIox's ſea-beat rocks no more ſurvey'd, 

O'er wealthy BELOIA“s level coaſt ſhe hung; 
Where Raine, and MAESsE, and ScHELD did 


roll among 
Her populous realms, ere-while the Muſes' themes, 
When of the great Nass0V1ax race they ſung, 
And Commerce had not left thoſe peaceful ſtreams, 
To dwell in AL BIOx's Iſle, and grace the banks of 
THAMES. Eg 
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From thence, Gexmania's various realms ſhe 
 _view'd, a | 
And mark'd the horrors of deſtroying war ; 
The God of battles, red with human blood, 
O'er ſlaughter'd armies drove his iron car, 
Guiding the mangled ſeeds with gory ſpear - 
1 | In 
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In dreadful waſte, before their ſwiftneſs fall 4 
Kingdoms, and thrones o'erturn'd on earth appear, 
The brazen ranks, the city's lofty wall, 
"Tis one dire ſcene of rage, and deſolation all. 


/ 


Yon ruins, .that the ſable flame hath ſpar'd, 
Were once, ſome haughty warrior's boaſted ſeat; 
- - $0 ſure his ſtrength, ſo ſafe his throne.appear'd, 
He ſeem'd ſuperior to the ſtroke of Fate, 
Beyond the power of change, or fortune great; 


Forth from the thicket burſts the Matron's ſcream; 
Ah! where ſhall Beauty find a ſafe retreat! 


While ſlaughter'd thouſands choak the ſullen ſtream, 
And o'er the diſtant hills the burning cities flame. 


From theſe fierce ſtates, Ix E NE, long expell'd, 

To diſtant realms in ſorrow had retir d; 

When Commerce, on the WESER's banks beheld 

Where Glory near the BRITISH camp appear d, 

Bright on a mountain heaps of arms uprear'd, 

Like PALLAS, dreadful in TYTAanian arms, 
Her gorgon ægis through the darkneſs glar d; 

Her voice the ſhining ranks to war alarms, 

And with heroic flames each hero's boſom warms. 

| Rous'd 
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Rous'd by her call, the BIT is EH hoſts advance, 
- Eager to bleed in battles not their own ; 
For her the ſilken bands of faithleſs France, 
Glittering, in filed braſs, and jiron ſhone, 
With boaſtful enſigns gay, ſo oft o'erthrown, 
And ſcatter'd by BxiTanNnia's victor ſpear; 
For her, the Ausr RIAN, from her diſtant 
throne, DO. 
Againſt the bold Boxus1an pour'd the war, 
And all her ſavage hoſts ruſh'd raging from afar. 


There, ſtrong in arms, the Prxuss1an king ſhe 
| view'd, 
That man of mighty deeds, that lord of war; 
And, ' parting ſwift, her rapid courſe purſu'd, 
Till on the ſhores of Taracs ſhe heard the 
1 | 
Of Paynim hoſts, and ſtubborn Janizarre ; 
Now griev'd the vales of Px RSIA to ſurvey, 
O'er whom fell Diſcord drove her iron car, 
| Still to the diſtant Eaſt ſhe wing'd her way, 
And paſs'd the rapid Ix v', and gain'd upon the 
3 has | 
From 
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From Ox mus South, and Carna's wealthy ſhore, - 


To ALz10N's Chiefs the filken monarchs bend; 
Whoſe fragrant groves their fpicy riches bore, 
Whoſe. blazing mines their hoarded diamonds 


ſend, 
That BzxiTons might their helpleſs thrones de- 
fend ; 


'Thence, o'er the ifles, amidſt the Indian main 

That numerous lie, the BRITISH arms extend; 

Whoſe victor fleets uphold their wide domain, 
While Invia's ſable kings by their permaion 


reign. 


As when the fabled Jove, TyTanian Lord, 
In ancient tale who fill'd the ET EXNAL's room, 
Through Greece and all her hundred realms 
ador'd, 
' Whoſe temple blaz'd amidſt imperial Rowe, 
Grac'd with the trophies of a world o'ercome ; 
From the TARTEIAN rock, whoſe height de- 
fy'd 
The ſtroke of time, ſunk by r doom: 
So fell, on Imp1a's coaſt, the GaLLic pride, 
And all the Paynim flayes her ruin'd pomp deride. 
Ff Though 


\ 
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| Though leagu'd with _ in vain, he proudly 
ſtood, 
And ftretch'd her banners o'er the blazing Eaſt ; 
In vain from lofty Po N DIcHERRXY view'd, 
InvDia's rich realms, and all their thrones op- 
plreſs'd; 
Kings are by BR IT AIN and by CLIVE redreſs'd: 
Her ftrength, the toil of ages, is no more, 
In As1an lands her tyranny is ceas'd ; | 
Heaven hath to BriTi1sH 4 ae her 
power, 


Theirs are her diamond mines, and theirs her *** 
ore. | 


| Awhile i in air the ſhining viſion ſtaid, 
And on the wealth of eaſtern conqueſt gaz'd ; 
All the rich ſpoils of As1a wide diſplay'd ; 
The pile on caſtled elephants was rais'd, 
Superb, with ſilken robes, and gems, it blaz'd, 
And trophied arms, and mingled heaps of gold, 
Spices, and painted jars ; thereat amaz'd, 
Exalted tranſports in her boſom roll'd; 

Such were the high rewards that grac'd her Bzx1Tons 

bold, | 


Then 
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Then ſwift reſum'd her flight o'er Cox As ſands z 

Amidſt thoſe ſavage climes her ſearch was vain 3 

IRENE dwell'd not in the As1an lands, 

And realms unbleſs'd, where TARTAR tyrants 
| reign; 

Thence ſhe o'erpaſs'd the waſte and deſert main, 

Where ſtorms unhear'd by one another roar, 

Where various ſeas conteſt their wide domain, 

And hollow oceans roll without a ſhore ; 

1 ! terrible diſplay of Gop's * Power! 


At length as towering high ſhe cleft the air, 
Roſe like a cloud the diſtant continent; 
Its verdant ſhores, its ſhadowy rocks, appear; 
Thither, well pleas'd, her wearied flight ſhe 
bent, 

And paſs'd the ſtormy clouds in ſwift deſcent : 
Ten thouſand furious tribes thoſe kin gdoms 

range, 

| Renown'd for ſtrength, and valorous hardiment, 
In dreſs and manner to each other ſtrange, 
Who oft, as Chance directs, their wandering dwell- 
ings change, 


Pia 
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1 vain, their hardy youth were train'd to arms, 
To hurl the war- axe, and the poiſon'd dart; 
Danger, in vain, diſplay'd its ſavage charms, 
And love of flaughter fir'd the Huron's heart; 
Remov'd by nature to the utmoſt part 
Of barren earth, beyond the ſæy-mix'd wave, 
Strangers to Treaſon's ſmile, or Courtier's art; 
Ah, what avail'd it, to be fierce and brave! 
Nought could their rights protect, their ſavage free- 
dom fave. 


Oh, fatal thirſt of nndverſal 3 
The curſe of millions, and the Tyrant's boaſt! 
For this whole nations left Evuzoea's ſhore, 
Whole nations in thofe ſnowy wilds were loſt ; 
Here, MoxrcAL Mu, chief of many a vanquiſh'd 
hoſt, . 
There, youthful Wol r, in glory's arms were 
How many deaths did Al BIOx's conqueſts coſt, 
Her injur'd rights in battle to maintain, 
And o'er Canava's hills, and CE foods, to 
reign! 


Chac'd 
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Chbac'd from theſe lands, at length the ambitious 
_ Gavrs, 
Groaning with fury, and in chain: retire : 
By Britain's ſpear her weſtern empire falls, 
And all her hopes of fovereign rule expire; 
Thus, when rough Winter, having ſpent his ire, 
Flies with his tempeſts, and his clouds, away, 
Sullen and ſad; the joyful ſwains admire 
How calm, how lovely, Spring adorns the day, 
Smiles on the verdant earth, and ſparkles on the ſea. 


Long while the nymph beheld thoſe boundleſs lands, 
Thoſe mighty lakes, and every furious ſtream ; 
From On10's banks, and M1ss1$1PP1's ſands, 
To HoxcERELA, and LaBraDor BrEME, 
All nations bend before the BRITIsH name; 
To ſuch an height of empire and renown 
Had Wolz, and AMHERST, rais'd their mo- 
narch's fame; | 
1 not the chief, who built the PER 51a N throne, 
Or he, who conquer d it, ſuch ample realms o'er- 
Fun, 


There, 
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There, Victory, from Euxorz's happier chme, 


Came flying on, in all her ſplendors dreſs'd; 
'The Goddeſs hovers in the air ſublime, 

And darts her glory o'er the reddening Weſt : 
A triple diadem her temple grac'd ; 
In her right-hand the BRITISH croſs ſhe vd: 
The BRITISH ſtar adorn'd her radiant breaſt ; 
Illuſtrious ſcenes were on her ſhield engrav'd, 

Of haughty Kings ſubdued, and Ra empires 

ſav'd. 


Such ſeem'd the power, when, blazing o'er the 


plains, 
Her ſtature reach'd the ſky, her awful ſhade P 
Cover'd Canapa's realms; as when the ſwains 
With ſudden fires the mountain heath invade; ; 
The ſavage tyger ſees the flaſh diſmay d, 

- Forc'd from his native caves enrag'd to fly ; 3 
The rock's wild caverns are to ſight diſplay'd ; 
Loud roaring mounts the dreadful flame on high, 

Shines o'er the reddening hills, and towers amidſt 

the TO | | 


Her 
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Her in the midmoſt region Commerce paſt, | 

And hail'd her progreſs o'er thoſe realms un- 
known; 


Sent forth to civilize thoſe regions . 


And ſpread the influence of great Baunswick's 
throne, 


'Through all the journey of the burning Son, 
With mighty triumphs grac'd, and ſpoils adorn'd ; 
At length, her wonderous circuit almoſt run, 
Back to fair AL RIOx's ile the power return'd, 


* * 


And all her fruitleſs toil to find IX NE mourn'd. 


* 


Now o'er IERNE.s verdant ſhores ſhe flew, 
Izxns fam'd for piety and ſong, 
Till SLany's rapid waters met her view, 
Swift as he guſh'd Menae1a's vales along, 
Pour'd from an hundred mountains deep and | 
ſtrong ; 
Twas there, regardleſs of War's dreadful threat, 
Of nymphs and ſwains appear'd a joyous throng; 
Who ſung, inſpir'd by Vouth's delightful heat, 
Lays of ſweet love, and danc'd with nimble-ſhifting 
| feet. | 


There 
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There roſe an hill above the level Fein, 

Like the rich orb that crowns an hero's ſhield; 
There from her graſſy throne did Nature reign 
-O'er every herb, and flower, that grac'd the field; 

The rocks beneath a cryſtal ſtream did yield, 

W hoſe ſilver-ſparkling waves did gently flow ; 
With ſnow-refembling ſheep the ſides were fill'd * 
The winds 1g every breeze did ſweeter blow, 

Shaking the empurpled roſe, that ſhed. its leaves 
below. | | 


"The fluid glaſs return'd the gaudy ſkies, 
And golden clouds the ſilver waves adorn ; | 
Where, intermixt with liquid roſes, lies 
The downward proſpect of the orient morn ; 
Nay was there nymph, nay herd, or ſhepherd 
born - h 
Amidf thoſe vales, but grac'd the jubilee; 
And brought their ruſtic pipe, or chearful horn, 
That the glad ſound of their rude minftrelſey 
Shook'd the wade river's banks, and eccho'd to the 
lky. 


The 


LF * 

The hill's green feet were border'd by a wood, 

Whoſe matchleſs — above the clouds did 
tower; 

The awful trees in ſhady i ſtood, 

Shelter to many a beaſt, to birds a bower ; 

The ſweet lark there o'erpaſs'd her mournful hour, 

Wood Muſic's Queen! the linnet there renew'd 

Her ſprightly ſtrain; while, in his kingly power, 

From ſome huge oak the beaked eagle view'd 

His feather'd hoſts; the hawk his frighted prep 

purſu'd. 


Here, alſo, playing on the ſhadowy green, 

Were Satyrs, Fawns, and ſwift- foot Dryades; 
'The Queen of Fairies oft was dauncing ſeen, 

And all the troop of woodland Deities ; 

Harping amidſt the brakes immortal lays, 
That kept all bad and hurtful things away ; 

As when thy muſic, Ox r HRus did repreſs 

The ſtormy HxkR us, foaming down the Lea 
And made the noiſy waves in all their haſte to ſtay. 
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And, firſt, the ambitious palm with branches fair, 

- Rear'd his proud head, aſpiring to the ſæy; 

The Sun's ſad daughters next, whoſe wild de- 
ſpair | | 

Witneſs'd the Po, that heard their piercing cry, 

When PAR Ton fell flaming from on high, 

And Jove's enraged brand his members rent; 

There was the gnarled oak, with proud defy 

Meeting the lightning's wrath ; the cheſnut, bent 

By Nor us' arms, but ſtill the foreſt's ornament. 


There grew immenſe, the rougher-rinded pine, 
| Of which the great AON ſhip was fram'd ; 
Whoſe lofty top the foreſts did incline N 
When ſhook by winds, there was the laurel, 
nam' d 

Arolro's tree, by Bards and Heroes claim'd ; 
The gloomy holm that haunts the watry vale ; 

The wicked lote, of dark oblivion fam'd ; 

The mournful cypreſs, fign of deadly bale ; 

The aſh, the weeping fir, the forlorn willow pale; 


The 
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| The ſtubborn yew, long borne by Bx1Tons bold, 
Their hoſts when EDpwa Rp, and fierce Henzv 

led; | | 

The ivy that with wanton arms doth hold, 

And round the poplar her lythe branches ſpread, 

The pointed holly rear'd his verdant head ; 

The myrtle, mindful of her ancient crime; FR 

And that range tree where faithful THIS BE bled ; 

The brittle aſh, that lifts its top ſublime : 


The elm, around whoſe boughs the enamour'd vine 
doth climb, | 


In this ſo pleaſant foreſt, oft did ſport, 
Of old, fo FicT1on tells, the Queen of love 3 
Nor more to proud CYTrHÆ RON did reſort, 
Or Id à, where immortal beauties ſtrove ; | 
Hither, ſwift ſtooping from the realms above, 
Commerce approach'd ; and heard the ploitng 
ſound 
Of flutes, and harps, that guns thoughts did © 
move; 
And ſaw a troop of ladies dancing round, 
Who with their tuneful feet did ſhake the hollow 
ground, 
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| Theſe were the nymphs that in the plains delight; 
Content, and ſmiling Truth, and Conſtancy ; 
And Innocence array'd in virgin white; | 
And ſpotleſs Faith, with heaven-erected eye; 
And bliſsful Youth, and pleaſing Chaſtity ; : 
Wich theſe, the daughters of ſky-ruling Jove, 
And Ocean' s raviſh'd nymph, EukIxOME; | 
Y-clept the Graces three, who wait on Love, 
And haunt the CYyPRIAN iſle, or Caria's hallow'd 
| grove. 


Amidſt the reſt, like Dian” foreſt queen, 

Irene ſported in the pleaſant ſhade, 

With modeſt grace, and comely carriage ſeen, 

In dreſs a village nymph ; for ſhe had laid 

Her crowns and ſceptres by, with which ſhe play'd 

When in the courts of Kings ; each graceful limb 

In humble ſylvan weed was fair array'd, 

And wreaths of flowers her flowing rabes did 
trim; 


Her all the virgin train their N did eſteem. 
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To whom deſcending from the midmoſt air, 
The joyful errand Commerce gan relate 
© Sent by AuGusTa, goddefs, I repair 
© To win thy dear return to ArBron's ſtate ; 
Wild Diſcord, which diſturb'd the earth ſo 
late, 3 97 | 
© Dreadfully riding on the vengeful blaſt, 
To pour the wrath abroad of angry Fate, 
From her red hand the writhen bolt hath caſt; 
And Ruin ſtalks no more along the fearful. waſte. 


© Tir'd with the horrors of the martial ſtorm, 
The kings of earth forſake the raging deep ; 
* Though ftill, abroad, fell Slaughter's gory 
form 
Of half Gexmania's ſtates domain doth keep, 
Acting dire crimes, at which Revenge might 


weep ; 
© But, lo, young Bxaunswick bids the tumult 
ceaſe ; 5 


And Glory, hovering o' er the chalky ſteep, 
Sounds with her lofty trump to human race, 
That victor ALBIion grants imploring nations 

Peace. 5 


She 
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She ſpoke ; with ſmiles IX EN E ſwift reply'd ; 
Such ſmiles as in angelic looks appear, 
The ſouls of martyrs when to heaven they 
guide— Fe 
Oh bliſsful period of deſtructive war! 
»Tis mine, the waſte of conqueſt to repair, 
And ſmiling plenty o'er the land reſtore 
For ALB1on's king demands my chiefeſt 
care, : 
« My bleffings ſhall uphold his righteous power, 
« Ard, in his reign, ambition Curſe the world no 
more. | | ; 


Nor, fair IE RRE, mindleſs of thy ſtate, 
From thee to greater ALB1on I remove; 
Who in mine exile gav'ſt a ſafe retreat; 

My choiceſt favours thou ſhalt ever prove, 

Oh land, ſo highly favour'd from above ! 

Where Freedom roves amidit the chearful 
ſwains, | | 

The bliſsful haunt of Innocence, and Love; 

Where roſy Health walks ſmiling o'er the 
plains, - 

And Nature in luxuriant bleſſings reigns. 

| « Off 
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© Oft have I wander'd o'er thy ſhadowy fields, 8 8 
And in ſweet muſing ſpent the ſilent night; 
While every vale its native fragrance yields, 
How ſtill the foreſt! and the fiream how 
| bright, 
Its boſom filver'd with the Moon's pale light! 
Here, undifturb'd with war's deſtructive rage, 
© Secure from rapine, and the waſte of fight, 
© Thy vigorous ſons in peaceful arts engage,, 
© Or ſee a duteous race ſupport their feeble age. 


Here, too, returning from the glorious war, 
Shall each ſtern ſoldier reach his native ſhore z | 
Loaded with ſpoils, and grac'd with many a 

| ſcar, | | 5 0 | 
6 Which nobly in his country's cauſe he bore ; 
When vanquiſh'd GALLIA ſhrunk beneath her 
power, 
With all her captive fleets, and ſlaughter'd hoſts; 
While their loſt fametheIszr1an chiefs deplorez 
© For nought remains to guard their fenceleſs 
coaſts, | 
Of all thoſe navies huge, whoſe conqueſt Pococæ 
boaſts, | 85 
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c Then mall the monumental marble tell 
Of all the illuſtrious dead the hapleſs doom, 
The chiefs, who bravely fought, and greatly 
OE: +160 1 
© While future heroes to their graves ſhall come, 
Like youthful Au Mo to PRLIDES' tomb; 
Their lofty deeds while many a poet ſings; - 
« Meantime, all glorious from a world o'ercome, 
Shall ALB10n's monarchcalm contendin g kings, 
And mark each nation's bounds, adjuſting doubt- 
ful things. 


co 


1 : | 
* b; 


< BxrTain, which hurt by no inteſtine jar, 
Able to ruin, ftudious how to fave ; © 
_ © Safe in her ſeas, defies the world in war! 
„All fair her daughters, and her fons all brave! 
Umpire of Earth, and miftreſs of the Wave! 
© Lo, at her voice the diſtant ſlaughters ceaſe; 
For laws to haughtieſt potentates ſhe gave: 
Long may her councils guide EUROPA 
peace, 
And endleſs 6 the mighty Gv ELPHIAN 
race. 
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Thus 
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Thus ſpoke the goddeſs, then with joy obey d 
AvGcvusTa's call, and ſought the filver THA, 
Attendant on the fair Nis æ AN maid ; 
Their flight I mark'd from SLanv's noiſy ſtream, 
And, fond of fancy, and a poet's name, 

Deep ſtruck the conſcious lyre with daring hand; 
Bleſs'd, if, while others gain a loſtier fame, 
Amidſt the bards of my lov'd native land, 

of A not , nor Joyalty, I ſtand. 
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5 Written Aucusr 1751. 
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HE ſun in glory, wins his way, 
And pours around refulgent day; 
The wide horizon glows with fire, 
No balmy breeze to aſſwage the flame; 
To yonder arbour F'll retire, 

And ſhade me from the noontide beam. 
The fainting herds forſake the mead, 
And, panting, ſeek the grateful ſhade. 

The wanton ſteed, whoſe ample veins 

Impetuous boil with generous blood, 

Eager deſerts the thirſty plains, 


And laves him in che limpid ſlood. 
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Yonder the wearied reaper ſtands, 
The ſcythe forſakes his nerveleſs hand 
All reſt, except the ſtrenuous bee; 
She, vigorous at this ſultry hour, 
From leaf to leaf expatiates free, 


And flies, and toils from flower to flos er. 
Lo! 
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Lo! where yon beach, with ivy bound, 
Its verdant foliage ftretches round ; 
A faithful youth, and tender maid, 
Buy Nature's ſimple beauties grac'd, 


Recline beneath the friendly ſhade ; 
And joys,, unknown to greatneſs, taſte. 


Ah! would my lov'd 'Txerania deign, - 
With one kind ſmile to bleſs her ſwain ! 
Thus, rapturous, on her face I'd gaze, 
'That face which beams ſeraphic charms— 
Thus, to my lips, her hand I'd raiſe ; 
Thus, ever claſp her in my arms. | * EOS 
Far from the whirl of buſy life, 
From hurry, folly, fraud, and ftrife, 
Smoothly along the peaceful tide * 
Of bliſsful time, we'd float away ; 
Steer down's life's boſom, ſide by ſide, 
And launch into the eternal ſea. 


What means this tumult? Why, my heart, 
Throb'ſt thou; transſix'd, as with a dart? 
Hhz | Ah, 
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Ah, whence this trembling? why thus ſhrink 
My inmoſt thoughts, and damp my ſoul? 
Why do my limbs enfeebl'd fink? 
And life's chill'd fluid backward roll? 
Begone, thou falſe intruder, Love! 
Nor longer tempt my thoughts to rove. 
What! wilt thou ever thus torment ? 
Can no receſs thy wilds elude ? 
Inceſſant ſhall my heart be rent ? 
And pierc'd the deepeſt ſolitude 2 


Even when pale Cy x TH#14's ſilver robe, 
Has mantled o'er the drowſy globe; 
When Night, fill goddeſs! ſhrouds the {ky ; 
And Nature ſinks in ſoft repoſe ; 
When ravening wolves to covert fly ; 
And dungeon'd Slaves forget their woes. 
Even they, eſtrang'd to needful reſt, 
Unruly paſſions tear my breaſt, 
Still, ſtill ſhe moves before mine eyes 
That form auguſt! that face divine! 
But oh ! my heart within me dies, 
She never, never can be mane. 


_. > 
Why do J thus embrace my bane ? 
Why cheriſh what but gives me pain ? 
Fortune and rank, TuügRANIA raiſe, 
Far, far above my humble ſphere; 
No more I'll roam in Fancy 's maze, 
Alas! it leads but to deſpain— 
Thus, in her abſence, I complain; 
She's preſent—and I graſp my chain; 
Gaze on her charms with raviſh'd eyes; 
Drink deep of love at every breath; 
Still gaze, though that way madneſs lies; 
Still drink, though every draught is death. 
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HEN, lonely, -on far diſtant climates caſt, 
The weary pilgrim, reſting from his toil, 
Chearleſs and pale, a world of peril paſt, 
Sees ſome known relick from his native ſoil; 


Fix'd, bleſs'd event! in penſive joy he ſtands, 
His cares, awhile to ſoft oblivion given ; 
He drops the crofier from his trembling han ds ; 
He ſteals one figh from his lov'd faint, and heaven; 


® Written at the Swan in Col zs T, on the way to 
Lon pon, on ſeeing ſome paſſages in a news- paper, extracted 
from a poetieal epiſtle, lately publiſhed by the gentleman to 
whom it is addreſſed, whoſe aſſiſtance and friendſhip the author 
mall ever conſider amongſt the happieſt incidents of his life. 


But, 
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But, ſhould, perchance, the ſweet memorial bear 5 
Some ſtamp of worth peculiarly impreſs'd, 
Should friendſhip mark ſome kindred traces there, 
Then, then, what ardours heave his panting breaſt? 


So, even now, my penſive boſom. glows, 

As o'er thy fterling lines I caſt my eye; 
My pains, ſuſpended, ſink into repoſe,* 

And lo! once more, my ſlender reed I try. 


Though ſmall my ſkill to touch the various lyre, 
The Nine to me though niggards of their aid, 
My humble ivy dare to fame aſpire, 


Beneath thy ſacred laurel's friendly ſhade 3 


Well know'ſt thou CouneniiL, ſeat of calm de- 
- light, | 
A ſwellin g mount with bowery dwellings crown d, 

How fair in proſpect breaks it on the ſight! 

How rich the Epen of the country round! 


The writer was, at this time, in a very ill ſtate of health, 


© Alluding to ſeveral beautiful pieces of that gentleman's, 
which enrich this publication, 
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The Muſe, till grateful, loves the ſylvan ſeene;“ 
Nor is. the genius of the people rude, 
Humanity, and courage grace the men; 
The nymphs all beauteous, ſenfible, and good. 


Bleak was the night, and ſore my mind oppreſs'd,. 
When hither, firſt, I ſadly bent my way, 

My frozen blood ſcarce crept in my torn breaſt ; 
And all one trackleſs waſte drear nature lay. 


| Fierce beats the tempeſt on my houſeleſs head ; 
Dire pealing thunders round my temples roll; | 

Wide o'er the vale the foaming torrents ſpread ; 
And inſtant fate horrific chills my ſoul. 


Bleſs'd be the hand, which then, with timely power, 
Humanely ſtrong, and. generouſly brave, 


Approach'd the traveller in his needy hour, 
And ſnatch'd the Poet from a watery grave 


*The Author owes this tribute of acknowledgement, for 
the benevolent affiſtance he received from ſome of the inhabi- 
tants of Col xSHIIL IL, when, in the month of DzczMBER, a 
few years ago, he was in imminent danger of being drowned. . 
near that place; a humane waggoner providentially came to his 
relief, and ſaved him; as above deſeribed. 
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Bleſs'd too the ancient hoſpitable pair! 
Thrice bleſsd their manſion, humble though itbe! 


Whoſe honeſt tongues bade cordial welcome there; 


She Ravcis kind, and good PHILEZMOx he. 


In vain was preſs'd ſome earneſt of regard, 
The meed of virtue ne'er let man forget; 
They conſcious duty held ſupreme reward 


Bluſh, bluſh, ye vultures of the ſinking ſtate! 


Can ſtrangers thus, be to a ſtranger kind, 
And every melting ſoft ſenſation know ? 
And can the lovelieſt of her ſex be blind, 


And not one touch of generous pity ſhew ? 


But ſuch is oft the lovelorn wandererꝰs lot; 


Such oft, ſweet bard, the muſe declares was thine 


Oft ſmall offences years of ſervice blot ; | g 
And ſuch, O pain to think it! ſuch was mine. 


I ſaw a maid of every charm poſſeſs'd; 
I thought her ſoul, preſuming youth! my own: 
TrERANIA ſmil'd, then I indeed was bleſs'd ; 
Tx8RANIA Chang'd, and then I was undone. - 


Li | Could 
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Could poets pamnt-the hapleſs lover's ſmart, 

But half his anguiſh could the reader ſee, 
The vital drops that viſit my ſad heart, | 
Would ſhew leſs dear-than her ſweet ſmiles to me. 


Her ſoul was-mine—ſhe knew not to-deceive— 
And if ſhe chang'd, mine was the crime alone 

Muſt I my fatal error ever grieve ? | 
And muſt my life, can nothing leſs, atone ? 


Ignoble breaſts, with vulgar notions fraught, 
To fell reſentment may their ſouls reſign ; 


Great minds ſhould know, by purer maxims taught, 
«© To err, is human; to forgive, divine.“ 


I had a friend too, next Tyerania, dear; 
So much belov'd, who-could ungrateful be ? 

But, bliſs, we are told, comes always inſincere, 
In love, in friendſhip, ſo it proves to me. 


«Of love, of friend, of health, of all bereft ! 
Bereft of all! O, *tis too much to hear ! 

No gleam of hope ! no ray of comfort left! 
Death, Death alone can-med'cine-my deſpair. 


The 
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The conflict's paſt !—no longer I complain, 
No longer I my wayward fate deplore; 
Let but a few ſhort moments intervene | 
The dull, inſipid dream of life is o'er... 


I 
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Vlum etiam Lauri, illum etiam flevere Myricæ. 
VI. Ecl. x. 


OERIS, and TnyvRxSUs, who at early dawn, 
Were wont to join their flocks upon the lawn, 

And, chearful, o'er the dewy herbage ftray, 
And fing, or chat, and view their lambkins play; 
Now, late at eve, beneath an ancient oak, 
Whoſe writhen boughs had felt the ſtormy ſtroke, 
Met, filent long with heart-oppreſſing pain, 
Till Tayxsus firſt beſpoke his fellow-ſwain. 


Why thus o'erclouded ? We, that wont to meet 
Wich joyful looks of ſalutation ſweet ? 
O vain demand! I read the ſad reply, 

Too plain, alas! too certain in thine eye ; 


Ons 
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- One fate, one mutual loſs, we both deplore 
O fears fulfill'd! VaLesvs * is no more! 


VaLzesvus is no more ! the ſwain reply d: 
With Him the ſpring hath loft its wonted pride; 
The primroſe withers, ere its bloom is ſpread ; 
Naxc1ssvs, humbler, hangs his drooping head; 
The ſickening ſun negleQs his famiſh'd flowers, 
With ſable brow the ſorrowing welkin lowers : 
Weep on ye fields ; nor let your tears be dry'd 
By chearing ſuns, nor wear your vernal pride; | 
Be clad, ye ſkies, till wintry age returns, | 
In mournful ſable ; for, VALESA mourns. 

Ah, TayRrsvs, had you ſeen the widow'd fair, 
When, as her boſom caught the ſilegt tear, 

She ſooth'd her tender young with ſtifled groan, 
And chid their ſorrows, and betray'd her own ; 
Then ſudden to ſequeſter'd ſhades withdrew, 
Where mixing cypreſs meets the mournful yew 
Each blaſt was huſh'd, the vocal foreſt ſlept, 
And PM1LoMEL fat filent, while ſhe wept. 


* His Royal Highneſs FRED ERIC, Prince of WaLts, 


Here, 


=_ 
Here, then, at leaſt, ſhall ſorrow ſow its cares: 
Ye deareſt. pledges ! guiltleſs of your tears ;. 
Far utter'd, far from you, the ſounds ſhall die, 
Nor grief infe& you with a mother's ſigh : 
* Ye bowers-alone be parners of my woe; 


Now, all uncultur'd ſhall your branches grow; 
The bramble, now, and pointed thorn combin'd, 
« And thiſtle rude, will fret your tender rind; 
And thiſtles, too, my budding v.nes may wound, 
Nou, from their fond ſupport by ſtorms unbound, 
Like you, of culture, and of care bereft, 

No gardener with the little nurflings left, 

No loving, cautious hand to guide their growth, 

And prune, and prop the tender branch ofyouth. 

Ve birds, that lonely wander through the grove, 

* Haply, like me, ye mourn your raviſh'd love: 

No more ſhall he return with evening food, 

© Hang o'er the neſt, and kiſs his callow brood ; 

No longer ſooth your ſleep, at ſetting day, 

With notes love-labour'd * from the neighbouring 

ſpray: | | 


* To the night-warbling bird, that now awake 
Tunes ſweeteſt his love · labor'd ſong. 
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In vain ye watch, and think his abſence long; 
Alas! the ſpoiler's hand hath quench'd his ſong. 
O Love, from my embrace thus rudely wrench'd, 
How is my bliſs in one ſad moment quench'd! 
With thee, rejoic'd the ſprightly morn aroſe ; 
And ſweet, with thee, was evening's gentle cloſe: 
Thy ſong was ſofter than the linnet's lay, 
+ Thy voice like ZETHTA when he breaths on 

: Max; | | 
Thy converſe milder than the cool retreat 
That wont to ſhade us in the noon- tide heat: 
Now, morn, and eve, and noon, unnotic'd fleet, 
A heap of time, depriv'd of every ſweet. 
No, ſhall I ſee the pledges of our love, | 
A flock unfenc'd through pathleſs deſarts rove; 


Their ſhepherd gone, like frighted lambs they 
ſhake, 


And dread the wolf in every ruſtling brake: 
Haſte, my VaLesvs, haſten to thy charge, 
Night comes apace, and foxes roam at large; 


N 
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* 
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—— — — then with voice 


Mild, as when Zzruvnus on Fron A breathes. 
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Come, houſe thy ſhivering young from midnight 
bleak, | 

© The ſpring is tardy, and thy lambkins weak; : 
Frightful, of late, the northern blaſts have howl'd; 
Their infant fleeces ill defend the cold 

< Ah me! thyſelf art colder ſtill than they; 
Park is thy lodging, and thy bed of clay.” 


While, all defponding, thus ſhe ſigh'd her cares, 
And mix'd her grief with evening's dewy tears, 
The ſickly moon, from yonder mountain's head, 
O'er her pale cheek a paler ſadneſs ſpread ; 

The hollow-breathing groves return'd her ſighs ; 
"The watery pleiads clos'd their weeping eyes ; 
Lull'd by her plaints, the feather'd warblers ſlept, 
And, mournful in their dreams, reſponſive wept. 


TM Y/A8 U 6. 


Enough my Moes1s, ceaſe thy moving ftrain ; 
VaLEsa's grief is ſhar'd by every ſwain : 
Oft, in theſe vales, each ſhepherd ſhall record 
The looks benign, the bounties of their lord; 
Could 
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Could ſorrow ſow Compaſſion in the tomb 
And make the blaſted graſs of life to bloom, 
Each boſom ſhould with prayers unweary'd ſigh, 
And tears inceſſant flow from every eye : 
But, dews fink fruitleſs in the burning fand; 
Clouds moiſten all in vain the briny ſtrand ; 
The river-water'd rock no paſture bears? 
Nor yields the grave a harveſt to our tears. 
Raiſe, then, to better hopes your languid eyes: 
A ray burits on me through the ſable ſkies ! 
Behold VaLesvs? ſire in arms renown'd, 
Vigorous in age, with recent trophies crown'd, 
Stretching to Fame beyond the narrow ſpan 


That erſt was deem'd to bound the reach of man; : 


Beneath the conduct of his arm, ſhall riſe 
The chief-born pledge of fair VAL ESa's ties; 
With equal ardor tread the paths of Fame; 
And ſhare alike his glory, and his name. 
Behold the hero catch each kindred blaze, 
His grandſire's ſplendor, and his uncle's rays; 
From mild VAL ESA ſhine with ſofter fire, 

And kindle every ſtar that grac'd his fire. 

To gild his riſing fame with early light, 

The changing year revolves with ſwifter flight, 
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The rapid months in other order run, 
And Time, impatient, gains upon the ſun. 
J ſee the youth begin his glorious race; 
Triumphal ſhews each riſing annal grace: 
Lo! Victory before his chariot flies; | 
Breathleſs beneath its wheels Rebellion lies ; 
ASTREA guides it with her virgin hand; 


Peace wreaths his laurels round her olive wand; 
The horn of Plenty flows; the Muſes ſmile; 
And wafted ſweets reach every BRITISH iſle ; 
Her floods, her ſhores, her echoing hills rejoice : 
Awake, VaLEsa, hear BxiTanx1a's voice; 
Awake ; or, if thy ſorrows call for reſt, | 
Smile, as thou ſleep'ſt, and be in viſions bleſt. 


e 


Prophetick be thy lips, prophetick, ſure, 
So light my boſom drinks their lenient cure; 
The ſtreams of liſe with wonted vigour glide; 
And the glad heart receives a warmer tide. | 
But, come, while gentle dreams their pinions ſpread 
With ſoft refreſhment o'er VaL EA's head, 
| 8 | Fonds 


12571 ; 
Fond, let us walk her ſacred manſions round, 
And diſtant baniſh each unhallow'd ſound : 

| Renew'd with her, the ſmiling hours ſhall riſe, 

And catch the brighteſt omens from her eyes. 
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THE 
TEMPLE or GLOR Y. 


Tan MERITORIOUS. 


WAS when Hyyrzion, ruſhing o'er the 
ky, | 
With looſen'd reins, had paſs'd the Ram and Steer, 
And, clad in fixe, approach'd, where, blazing 
high | 
In heaven, the Twins' blue 3 appear; 
Pranking in flowery robes the meadows clear: 
While bland Au RORA, gorgeouſly bedight, 
In th' azure mantle of the vernal year, 
Dropping with pearls, and E's with filver 
| bright, 
Led forth, in radiant lines, the ſplendid hoſts of 
light: 


Tai > 
It chanced me, beſide the verdant ſhore, 
Of cryſtal-ſtreaming Tyames1s to. ſtand, 
Where ancient WixDpsok rear'd his turrets hoar, 
Majeſtic dome! the boaſt of BRITAIx's land, 
Seat of her kings, and ſtation of command. 
Nor haughty Rome, nor greater BasyYLon, 
Nor that proud city on Phoenician ſtrand, 
In majeſty, or grandeur this outſhone ; 


Nor Cusco, erſt where flam'd the great Incavran 
throne. | 


Sacred to Jovx the lordly oaks were ſeen 
Wide o'er the plains to ſling their awful ſhade, 
Crowning the hills with Doponean green; 
The caftle's walls were glorioufly array'd 
With ancient trophies, from on high diſplay'd, 
And hoſtile banners gain'd in former times 
By Epwarp's arms, or Henk y's,when E 
TheG Au l weep blood for haughty VALois' crimes, 
Heroic theme, I deem, of many a Poet's rhimes. 


Beſide the river's bank, a ſtately frame 
For ſome imperial triumph ſeem'd prepard 
Wich hundred pillars fronting fair the ſame; 
The magic roof of cryſtal ſtrange was rear'd, 
High blazing in the clouds the dome appear'd ; 
The 
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The gate by labouring winds was open thrown, 
Loud iſſuing thence a trumpet's voice was heard, 
That call'd the kings of earth before a throne, 
Where Glory, martial form, in robes magnific ſhone. 


Stretch'd at herfeet, the crowns of monarchs lay, 
And filken ſtandards. bright in figur'd gold, 
'The ſpoils of: conquer'd realms, in proud array 
And inftruments of war, in heaps uproll'd, 
Proclaim'd the deeds of many a Baron bold; 
Juſtice before the throne her balance held ; 
Recording Truth appear'd,. and Chronos old ; | 
There Wiſdom, reſting on her gorgon ſhield ;. 
Fame with her brazen voice the lofty palace fill'd. 


Ye kings (ſhe cry'd) ye chiefs of earth appear, 
Who nobly ſought renown, and toil'd for praiſe ; 
Who puniſh'd tyrants by the ſword of war, 
Or paſs'd in peaceful arts your happier days, 
Cheriſh'd fair Science, or the Muſes” lays ; 
Approach—the crown from Glory's hand receive, 
Shadowing your temples with immortal bays ; 
The crown that Virtue offers to the brave, 


The wiſe, the good, the juſt, that blooms beyond the 
grave. N 


The 
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The goddeſs ſpoke : Two mighty kings advance; 
The one, tremendous like the warrior god, 
With bruiſed helm, and gore-diſcolour'd lance; 
Tremendous, to the lofty dome he ſtrode, 
And, blazing, midſt the ſculptur'd portal ſtood ; 
Fierce was his gait, and ſullen was his frown ; 
Their hero's ſteps an hardy band purſu'd, 
All ſons of Mavozs, ne'er in arms o'erthrown, 


Unſhaken, who preſerv'd their furious monarch's 
throne, 


Him knew the goddeſs for Boxvus1a's lord, 
To WaryvurG's haughty race a fatal foe; 
Oft had her armies ſunk beneath his ſword, 
Which laid GERMAN TA“s proud eleftors low; 
Heaven's inſtrument of vengeance here below: 
Still unimpair'd his dread puiffance ſtood, 
Though thouſand thunders pointed at his. brow, | 
Still, through his camps relentleſs millions flow'd, 
Boaſting his tern command, and thirſting after blood. 


Beſide his king the hoary ScuweRin preſs'd, 
The bloody ſtandard in his hand he wav'd ; 
As when, at PRacvus, in martial terrors dreſs'd, 
TheAusTRr1an thunder this ſtern chieftain brav'd, 
And, crown'd with fame, a warrior's death receiv'd: 
Next, 
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Next, WiNnTERFIELD, to every muſe a friend; 
ZeTHEN, andSEDLIT2z, yet from ſlaughter ſav'd; 
Ax HALT, and KEiTH, heroic pair! attend, 

Alike in life renown'd, and glorious in mer end. 


— far * nobleſt of the martial band, 
Of gentle manners, dauntleſs, and ſedate, 
Obedient to his brother's fierce command, 
The Pxuss Ax HEN Rx ſtood in battle great, 
Oft had nis wiſdom ſav'd their falling ſtate ; 
When FREDERICK, at his waſted realms enrag'd, 
Ruſh'd on to war, and gave th' event to Fate, 
His ſhatter'd hoſt the hero diſengag'd, 

And, dreadful in delay, the dubious battle wag'd. 


Now had the warlike monarch reach'd the throne ; 
Before him, Conqueſt, horrid Conqueſt, went ; 
Like fierce BELLONA, queen of arms, ſhe ſhone ; 
Beneath her ponderous ſteps the temple bent ; 

An iron mace, with gorey hands ſhe hent, 

Roll'd back, like broken waves, the noiſy crowd; 
Through the vaſt court her thundering voice ſhe ſent, 
And told, in lofty terms, with geſture proud, 

Of cities wrapt in flames, and countries drown'd in 

blood, With 
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With her, tremendous, in the ſacred dome 

The Pruss1aN hero ſat, near PRILIr's ſon, 
Near HannisBar, relentleſs foe of Rome! 

Dark Ar TIL a, who all the Weſt o'er-run, 
And him who firſt the rock Taryzan won, 
Proud AlL ARTE: but chief diſtinguiſh'd there, 

Z1ncis, and Timur, ſavage Tartars, ſhone ; 

Their horrid conqueſts o'er the walls appear, 
When groaning As1a paſs'd beneath the edge of war. 


Them Feeperick join'd, nor yet his battles ceas'd, 

Curſt with the dreadful fame for whick he fought ; 
When lo, a Youth, with nobler triumphs gtac'd, 
In equal pomp the throne of Glory fought, 
Him Peace, and Commerce, to the Goddeſs brought; 
BrITANNIA'S victor chiefs uphold his train, 
Whom Liberty, heroic virtue, taught, 

| Whoſe arms controll'd aſpiring BouzBon's reign, 

The arbiters of earth, the ſovereigns of the main. 


There, CLive, from InDia's conquer'd thrones re- 
| turn'd, 
| Whoſe ſcepter'd vaſſals own'd his ſtern commands; 
There, Au H ERST, with an hundredwreaths adorn'd 
Of ſavage chiefs, who rul'd thoſe ſwarthy bands, 
That haunt, like midnight fiends,Canapa'slands; 
| LI 5 Bos- 
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BosCcawen, there, with naval honours crown'd, 
And trophies gain'd near Lacos' burning ſands ; 
Victorious Hawke, from ConyLans' all re- 
nown'd; 
In n Pococx ſtood ; and * SAUNDERS 
frown'd. 


Urga on to "WY by his country's love, 
And the fair fame by martial deeds acquir d, 
A youthful BxITOox ſhone the reſt above; | 
 *Twas WorrE; by Freedom's holy ardour fir'd, 
Like Rouz's MaxczLLvs * the chief 
expir d; 
Pleas'd in the arms of victory to bleed, 
Nor higher guerdon his great ſoul deſir'd 
Than that which AL BIO grants heroic deed, 
Her ſenate's juſt applauſe, his virtue's nobleſt . 


Nor 8 1 on their monarch wait, 
To ſwell his glories with a conqueror's name; 
But hoary Patriots, old in cares of ſtate, 
_ Superior rank to martial leaders claim, 
A nobler triumph, and a juſter fame: 


There 
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There many a Bard of PiTT, and Freedom, ſings 
While grateful nations their applauſe proclaim; . 
To Bxunswick's throne his ſubjects hearts he 

brings | 

An offering ſeldom paid to heroes, or to kings. 

Thus, when in Glory's temple, radiant, ſtood - 
| BrITaANNi1a's King, and gave the nations peace, 
Her favourite ſon, with ſmiles, the Goddeſs view'd, 
And next the Roman Sci io gave him place, 
With Trrus, the delight of human race; 
Far from thoſe tyrants of the earth remov'd, 
Whoſe victories their martial fame diſgrace ; - 
For Kings alone, who ſacred juſtice lov'd, 


Benevolent to man, the power divine approv'd. 


"Twas then, a fair majeſtic form drew nigh, 
Amidſ a circle of BRITANNIA's Peers ;, 


The ſacred genius of bright Liberty, 

Clad like a nymph, that wings of filver bears, 
And plum'd, as HERMES ſhooting from the ſtars ; 
Diamonds, and gold, amidſt her treſſes glow'd, 
The BaiT1sH croſs upon her breaſt appears; 
Like Una fair, amidſt the Dome ſhe ſtood ; 


A lion, dzeadful fierce, behind the maid I view'd. 
LI2 | In 
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In form like ocean's awful deities 


The BaITIs EH Sailors ſpread the noiſy hows: ; 
Inur'd to ſtorms, ſtern natives of the ſeas, 

To realms remote their victor flags they bore, 
And bade, in every clime, their thunders roar ; 5 
Marſhall'd they ſtood, a generous, fearleſs train, 
From OR uus South, and ſtrands of rich Avuzore, 
From every ſtream that fills the Ar CAN TIC main, 


Along whoſe deſert coaſts the ſavage Indians reign. 


Thoſe duſky tyrants of their native climes, 

That bow'd, reluctant, to the Bx1iTisH name, 
Alone of untam'd nature boaſt the crimes ; 

No poliſh'd enmity their fouls enflame, 

Nor murder, ſanctify'd by Glory's name; 
Defire's fierce frenzy, in their ſouls, 15 love, 
Ambition, but a wild and barbarous claim ; 
While fierce in arms the ardent rivals ſtrove, 
Sullen the female ſtood amidſt the neighbouring grove. 


Such was the fate of old heroic GREECE, 

Ere HELENA the PuRYOIAN ſhepherd charm'd ; 

Such times gave birth to many an HERCULES; 

Againſt the chiefs of wandering ttibes they arm'd, 

Whoſe inroads oft their fenceleſs towns alarm'd ; . 
For 


(ke; 


For captive flocks they fought, and lovely dames,. 
Beauty, and hate, the lawleſs ſpoiler warm'd-; 
Of ancient ſongs the memorable themes 
Now, in oblivion loſt their long-forgotten: names.. 


When thus the goddeſs, from her lofty: throne, 
The ſacred form of LIBERT x addreſs'd— 
O thou, that reign'ſt in Bx1T1sH hearts alone, 
© Queen of this glorious iſle! by NR HTN grac'd 
With ocean empire, on whoſe ſhores are plac'd 
The world's great mart: hence let the nations 
know, - 1h x 
And diftant crowns by AL 10n's friendſhip bleſt, 
That Bx1iTain's King hath ſpar'd the proſtrate 


foe ; 


* Thatheavenispleas'd above, and earth is ſafe below. 


* Proclaim aloud the conquering Brx1iTon's might, 
To whom, in arms, and arts the world muſt yield, 
To rival ſtates juſt arbiters of right, 

Oft found ſuperior in the bloody field, 
When their ſtrong war the thrones of kings up- 
held; ; 


\ 
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The meaner thirſt of conqueſt far above, 
© In juſtice, virtue, who the world excell'd, 
While ALBron's nymphs each hero's truth ap- 
prove 3 
© And they, who march to war for empire, ſigh for 
love. 


Proclaim his worth who Ar z10N's ſceptre ſways, 
Strong in his armies, ſtronger in his fleet; 
* Whole wiſe beheſts the Bz1T1sH world obeys, 
Great in her treaſures, in her freedom great; 
How ſure his bliſs! how permanent his ſtate ! 

His ſpreading map each year ſhall larger grow, 
New crowns, new empires his acceptance wait; 
« While oceans in his circling kingdoms flow, 

And undiſcover'd lands to him obedience owe. 


« Proclaim his power, the injur'd to redreſs ; 
* By tyrant foes his juſtice uncontroll'd, 
His love of mercy and delight in peace, 
How his brave chiefs chaſtis'd the vain and bolg. 
Where, King of Gut! . 1 vaunts 
of old, 5 


6 "uy 


[ 263 ] 

Thy regal fortune, oft in danger try d, 

Thuy conqueſts, triumphs, by thy poets told ? 

How haſt thou bow'd in duſt thy ſtubborn pride! 
And laid the warrior's wreath, inglorious prince, 

| aſide.! . 


„What grateful thanks to him ſhould Euxor: pay, 
For half her ſtates from deſolation fred? 
Who, for her welfare, gave new worlds away, © 
And bade the diſtant combat ceaſe to bleed. 

* Behold! Ger Manta. rears her drooping head, 
And ſmiles; her ſons triumphant arches raiſe, 
© Rich with his wars, by reſcued ſtates decreed, 
To teach their wondering ſons a monarch's praiſe, 


And furniſh all their bards with themes for lofty lays.” 


The Goddeſs thus greatBzvnswick'sfamediſplay'd, 
New ſhouts of triumph through the temple riſe; 
The glittering throngs with wonder I ſurvey'd, 
Whoſe vaſt applauſes ſhook the vaulted ſkies ; 
The powers of Air, and Ocean's deities : 

At length the radiant viſion fades away, 

Like a thin cloud that from the horizon flies, 
On whoſe white ſkirts, the ſun with golden ray, 
Flings the reſplendent blaze of ſwift-departing day. 
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The meaner thirſt of conqueſt far above, 
© In juſtice, virtue, who the world excell'd, 
While AuBion's nymphs each hero's truth ap- 
| prove ; | 
© And they, who march to war for empire, ſigh for 
love. 


© Proclaim his worth who Ar 10N's ſceptre ſways, 
Strong in his armies, ſtronger in his fleet; 
© Whoſe wiſe beheſts the BBIT ISH world obeys, 
Great in her treaſures, in her freedom great; 
How ſure his bliſs ! how permanent his ſtate ! 

_ * His ſpreading map each year ſhall larger grow, 

New crowns, new empires his acceptance wait; 
While oceans in his circling kingdoms flow, 


And undiſcover'd lands to him obedience owe. 


« Proclaim his power, the injur'd to redreſs ; 

* By tyrant foes his juſtice uncontroll'd, 

« His love of mercy and delight in peace, 

How his brave chiefs chaſtis*d the vain and bold. 

Where, King of Gavs ! thine haughty vaunts 
of old, „ _ 
5 Thy 
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Thy regal fortune, oft in danger try'd, 
Thy conqueſts, triumphs, by thy poets told ? 
© How haſt thou bow'd in duſt thy ſtubborn pride! 
And laid the warrior's wreath, inglorious prince, 
aſide.! | | 


© What grateful thanks to him ſhould Evroyr pay, 
For half her ſtates from deſolation freed? 
© Who, for her welfare, gave new worlds away, 
And bade the diſtant combat ceaſe to bleed. 
* Behold! GERMANIA rears her drooping head, 
And ſmiles; her ſons triumphant arches raiſe, 
Rich with his wars, by reſcued ſtates decreed, 
To teach their wondering ſons a monarch's praiſe, 

And furniſh all their bards with themes for lofty lays.” 


The Goddeſs thus greatBavnswick'sfamediſplay'd, 
New ſhouts of triumph through the temple riſe; 
The glittering throngs with wonder 1 ſurvey'd, 
Whoſe vaſt applauſes ſhook the vaulted fkies ; 

The powers of Air, and Ocean's deities : 
At length the radiant viſion fades away, 
Like a thin cloud that from the.horizon flies, 
On whoſe white ſkirts, the ſun with golden ray, 
Flings the reſplendent blaze of ſwift-departing day. 
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Hail, Wix Ds OR! Hail, ye venerable ſhades! 
New triumphs for your mighty king prepare, 
Spread, yevaſt woods, and ſmile, ye opening glades, 
Hither, ſhall BeiTain's Monarch oft repair, 
Amidf the circle of the Brave and Fair, 
Far from the toils of ſtate, the pride of power; 
As the fierce eagle, ruler of the air, | 
Reſigns the thunder, when heaven's wars are o'er, 
Dwells in the vergal grove, or haunts the peaceſul ſhore. 
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Y THE 1 
CHOICE or HERCULES 
An ODE, for MUSIC, 


INSCRIBED TO 


The Right Hon. GarreT, Earl of Mokxixcrox. | 


AR in a deſart wild, where, loud, and ſtrong, 
A A full-ſwoln torrent roll'd it's tide along, 
With anxious doubts his labouring boſom fraught, 
I step following ſtep, and thought ſucceeding thought, 
The young ALcipts ſtray'd: — before him lay 
Virtue's ſteep height, and Pleaſure's flowery way: 
Ardent he gaz d, when iſſuing from a glade, 
Two angel forms his raviſh'd eyes ſurvey'd: 


* The writer of this trifle has borrowed a few lines, and half 
lines, from an elegant little poem of Dr. Lowrn, Biſhop of 
OxFro8rD, upon the ſame ſubject: It is ſcarcely neceſſary to add, 
that they are both indebted to XExoyRON for the fable. 

1 Thought fellowing thought, and ſtep by Rep led on. | 

| n | Mit r. Par. Reg. 
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The one, ſerenely bright, with modeſt pace, | 
And looks, where mingled dignity and grace, 
EE Decent advanc'd ; the other younger fair, 
22208 With roving eye, fluſh'd cheek, and boſom bare,” ©) 
Danc'd lightly on; around his neck ſhe clung ; 
And thus, with practis'd blandiſhment, ſhe ſung. 


Deareſt Youth, what doubts diſtreſs thee ? 
Lo! I come, to guide, to bleſs thee ! 
Happineſs unfolds her treaſures, 
| Slight not thou the offer'd pleaſures, 


Seek not yonder height to gain; 

The ſteps are peril, care, and pain :— 
* Haſte with me, for bliſs prepare, 
Fly From peril, pain, and care! 

Smooth is my way: In yonder bowers 

Pleaſure leads the dancing hours : 

Haſte, then, haſte, thy prime employ ; | 4 
- Each moment loſt, you loſe a joy. 


Diſſolv'd in rapture, bleſt, and bleſſing, 
Fancy's utmoſt wiſh poſſeſſing, 
| Tell the ſons of care and ſtrife, 
| : Pleakure is the life of life. 


| | Tranſ- 


CE 

Tranſported gaz d the Youth, while thus ſhe ſung, 
Rapt in the (oft enchantment of her tongue: 
When, lo! in robe of pureſt white array d, 
Now near-advanc'd the bright majeſtic maid ; 
Each charm improving as ſhe drew more nigh; 
Heaven's mild effulgence ſtreaming from her eye, 
Grace in her ſtep ; gently his hand ſhe preſs'd, 
And thus, in ſtrain ſublime, the awe ;- ſtruck Youth 
addreſs'd. | SA, > 


Offspring of Jove, my voice attend, 
Nor heed yon ſyren's artful wiles ;— 

The joys ſhe brings in anguiſh end ; 

And ruin lurks beneath her ſmiles. 


Wouldſt thou aſſert thy birth divine? 
79 \ yonder ſummit turn thine eyes! 
There Virtue's hands the wreath entwine, 
That lifts the hero to the ſkies. 


Rough though and ſteep the mountain's brow, 
Beſet with perils, toil, and care, | 
There Fame's eternal laurels grow, 
And Joy's ſweet bloſſoms flouriſh there, 


M m2 Hark! 
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- Hark! Virtue calls thee—Truth proclaims, 
| | That pleaſure, rightly underſtood, 
Whate'er Vice feigus, or Folly dreams, 
 Dwells only with the wiſe, and good. 


Sne ended ſmiling, and her heavenly eyes 
| Shot forth a brighter radiance; to the view 
Now, eaſier ſeem'd the aſcent; and from the top 
| Flowers of unfading bloom their fragrance threw; 
Meantime, the Youth beheld, with deep ſurprize, 
In that ſmooth way, erewhile ſo gaily dreſs'd 
The deadly night-ſhade creep; the thorn ſtart up : 
And the dark adder rear his ſpotted creſt : 
'Th' illuſion vaniſh'd; and, to ſight confeſs'd, 
Sloth ſtood, in native horror;—from her graſp 
(As one who in his path had ſpy'd an aſp) 
ALCIDES ſprung, and thus his high reſolve expreſs'd, 


The victory is thine 
2 toils, though cares my Keps oppoſe, 
On peril, ſlill, though peril grows, 
C:leſtial viſttaut, de Glory mine! 


Do 
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Do thou, ſweet maid, my young feet grids. 
To yonder bright abode, | 
Yon ſtar-crown'd hill, where Virtue's ſons ee; 
Where the Renown'd of antient — 
Heirs of univerſal praiſe, 
| Heroes and Patriots rod 


Hear, Parent Wen the with ſublime 4 
That fires my expanding ſoul, 
Crown of my toils be this,! be this my goal! 
To live, through undecaying tune, | 
In Fame's eternal roll! 


Thus while the hero ſings, each cavern'd rock 
Echoes the train, delighted: all around 

The unſeen deities of wood, and ſtream, 

Dryads, and Naiads, the ſweet nymphs who love 
The hill's blue ſummit, and the powers who rule 
The trackleſs realms of air, in concert full, 


The Pan ſwell ; and nature's general voice 
Burſts forth in choral ſong. 


Mortals, who, benighted, ſtray, 


Wandering through Paſſion's miſts, by Reaſon's fre. 
ble ray, 


Hear, and obey ! 
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Hear unerring Truth proclaim, 
That Vixrur is the guide to Faux! 

See, ſhe moves, in radiant flate! 

Mark what bleſſings round her wait ! 

Soft content that boſom-treaſure, 
Roſe-lipp'd health, and ſmiling pleaſure ! 

Join her triumph——Mortals, riſe, 

Mount from earth, and claim the ſkies | 


Tay 5 — - 
An INVITATTON: 


To Dr. JUSTAMOND.. 
OME, JusTamony, partake with me; 
In humble ſolitude, 
7 Joys, which, though homely, you'll agree, 
Are rational, and good. _ ; 
A cup of nut-brown ale I have got, | | 
A piece of marbled beef; 5 
And happineſs which loves my cot, | 
Shall give your cares relief ; 
If cares can dwell within a breaſt, 
Where peace ſhould ever reign, 
If it be true, as ſome atteſt, 
That Vice alone gives pain : \ 
Then, Vice, I 'm fure, can never find 
A place within your heart, 
Where all is generous, all is kind, 
All ſocial, alla art. 2 
Yet, think not that the jolly bow}, 
Is from my table fled; * 
Pll, likewiſe, ſometimes add a fowl, | 
And pork, the beſt, home-fed. ' 
Then, I will laugh, as heretofore ; | 
And you, my friend, ſhall ſing ; 
My wife, and boys ſhall cry encore : 
The room with mirth ſhall ring ; 
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Not ſuch as-ſhakes pale Slander's fide, 
While meagre Envy ſmiles; 
Nor what diftorts the face of Pride, 
Or gives to Art freſh wiles : 
For, theſe delight not you, and me; 
Becauſe full well we know, 
It is impoſſible to ſee 
A perfect man below): 
And, why ſhould we fo loſe the time 
WMWWMe might much better ſpend; 
As I do now in harmleſs rhyme, | 
Addreſs'd to You, my friend— * 
Why ſhould we loſe that time, I ſay, 
In ſcandal, noiſe, and ſtrife, 
And not purſue the nobleſt way 
Along the vale of life 
To ſcorn the Worthleſs; praiſe the Good; 
Aſſiſt the wretched Poor ;— - 
Pitying the Frail—for fear we ſhould 
E'er want that pity more! 


THE END. 


